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I vvo Famous 


Pitcht Battels of | 
'EYPSIC H: AND 
LUTZEN; 


{ Wherein theever- enonmd Prince - 


"GUST CIS 


THE GREAT 


lived and died a Conquerour: 


3 
= + of WITH: AN ELEGIE UPON, 
his untimely death, compoled in'- | © 
Heroick Verſe | 


By Joun RussSELL, Mmer of 
Arts, of Magdalene Coll, in 
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or Dp. Bio yo ALS WIN TANINGES 


- TO THE RIGHT NOBLE; 
4 | TRUELY VALOUR OUS, 
=_ AND HEROICK GENTLE- 

man, W1LLiiam Lord Craven, 


Baxon of Hampſtced, 
Mar$SHALL,&C. 


RIGHT HONOURABLE, 


f He ardent affeQtion wherewith the beſt & ſub- 
Ne (9 limeſt Spirits have ever embraced the Sonnes 
5 2 of the Muſes , is not in any example ſo appa- 
Yee rent,as in that matchleſle pattern of true Yalowr 
and Magnificence, ALEXANDER the Great;zwho having 
tiniſht the Conqueſt of Perſia, and hearing every day of 
more Vidories, did thus expreſle his ſorrow and diſcons 
remed affettion ; Think you to pleaſe me with any news, un- 
leſſe ye can tell me that HOMER ivalive azaine Such was 
his ambitious love to Poetrie, Under protection of this 
invincible example, I boldly make my Approaches. My 
Lines are alreadie drawn and perfected, whereby I am 
reſolved to attempt your Lordſhips Favour; and I hope 
I ſhall winne the ſame without any danger or repullſe. 
Yer do I not think to carric it by any advantageous ſur- 
priſe, or forcible irruption ; but onely by a free and yo- 
luntarie yeelding, which you may caſily perform, with- 
out any derogation to your Honour and Yalour, And 
ſeeing now my ſpeech is to a Sou/dter, give me leave in 
that little that T have to ſpeak, to keep the ſame diale&. 
Foraſmuch as I am now to expoſe my ſelf to a World 
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of Enemies, I thought ir fit to marſhall theſe my lines 
after a warlike order. I have prefixed the approbations 
of my judicious in the front of this Book , to be as it 
were a Yanteward, Then followes in the middle my 
own Poem, which I account as the Main;and upon this 
I do moſt of all relie. Then I have reſerved in the laſt 
place ſome few Elegiack Verles ; which becauſe they 
have alrcadie paſt the Pikes of ſharpeſt cenſures, and 
come off cleare in the judgement of the world, I make 
them my laſt refuge,and have placed them (as you may 
ſee) in the Rear. In this order I ſtand readie to receive 
the aſſaults of envious Carpers,and curious Criticks. I do 
not ſtand in any fear of your Honourable acceptation, 
and gracious interpretation of theſe my labours. The 
name and ſubje&t of my Book, which is GUST AF'US 
Battels, is enough to aflure me from all doubts & fuſþi- 
cions, Secing you have not thought much to ſpend your 
beſt bloud in defence of his cauſe, I cannot think you 
will be backward to patronize the memorie of his 


Name. 


The unfeigned CAdmirer of 
your Heroick Vertues, 


Joun RUSSELL. 


COOOCOOPPOOEOSE POOPESSOSEESS 
I PETERS LOTT Tap $37 
To the Candid Reader. 


22 Eſt any Cynicall Critick ſhould compare my 
Dj book to the Town of Mindas, which being but 

59 a ſmall Citie, was notwithſtanding beautified 
1, with ſtately gates, I amin this reſpett forced 

$ to Apologize for my ſelf , and my learned 
Friends,who have adorned this ſmall volume 
of mine with their ample Approbations. Know then, Cour- 
teous Reader,that I conld not ſubtraft theſe Encomiaſticks, 
without apparent wrong to the ſubject of my Book : for you 

all finde that they have imitated that cunning Engraver, 
whe had with ſuch art inwrought his own Image with the 
Image of Minerva, that they could not be ſeparated without 
defacing of both : ſo have my Friends here interwoven my 
moſt undeſerving Name with the ſublime praiſes of Gu- 
STAVUs , that the one cannot be ſeparated from the other, 
without manifeſt disfiguring of the Poem. Beſides,there are 
ſome that areqnore delighted with brief & conciſe Epitomes, 
then with larger Treatiſes: theſe Verſes which I have premi- 
ſed, ſeem to have contratted that which I have more amply 
handled, the Honour azd Praiſe of Gus r avus the Great. 
And to conclude, that which theſe Criticks would fain make 
an argument of arrogance and oftentation, ſeems to me a per- 
[picuons teſtimonie of my timorouſneſſe and modeſtie, in that 
1 dare not enter into the world, without ſo many to guard me 


and uſher me the way. Farewell, 
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O HIS FRIEND THE 


AVITHOVR, 
of - DEFENCE OF HIS 
Heroick Poems, 


A Hat wilt thou anſwer, Poet, for this wrong, 
DANA To make a King thy Subject and thy Song; 
 YNS/M;\ King : whoſe Fame and long-liv'd actions 
CAarce 

Can be contain'd in meaſure of a verſe? 

O inconſiderate Muſe! Of him is't fit 

That every budget brain and common wit 

Should write a farthing Pamphlet? Every one 

Ar's death can have a verle in braſle and ſtone 

Thus will cenſorious Criticþs talk , and thoſe 

Thar th' Empire claim of Poetrie and Proſe. 

Yet care not. Once GUST AY US was a ſcoffe, - 
And Tinker call'd; at laſt came bravely off: 

He clipt the Eagles wings, and took from thence 

A quill for thee, Fabritizs : art thou fince 
Silent?Go,take thy pen,grave Dofour, write: 

Thy Muſe methinks this Poem might excite. 
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J. Purtsx, Felpw of 
Magd, Coll. 


C6 "0 


as — > > BE De Ron Ina 


TO HIS FRIEND THE AUTHOU R 
of this Heroick Poem. | 


[| Nothing finde unhappic in thy Book, 
But (whar's not thine) the ſubje&. When I look | 

Upon thy Muſe, and finde it full of bloud, 

Yer I conclude thy Yen is ſound and good, 

And ſhall live long by that which is not thine, 

Bur lively repreſented in thy line. 

That Hero's death thou doſt with life declare, 

And in that which thou giv'ſt thou'lr ſurely ſhare, 


R. ButkLzr, Fellow of 
S. Johns Coll. 


To my Friend Maſter RussE 1 L, upon this f 


enſuing Poem of the King of Swedens 
Battels. 


: Was 2 Proud Greek, whoſe vaſt Ambition 
Pin'd for new Worlds,who vow d his Counter feit 

Should be pourtraid on pain of death by none, 

But beſt TApelles. Pride ſurnam'd him Great. 
And 'twas a prouder Tuſcan, miſemployd 

His dying thoughts about his Elegre; 
Charging his Marble might be rather void, 

Then not adorn'd by Prince of Poetrie. 
Thus did nor Sweden taint his greatnefle : He 

Suffers all Proſe,or Verſe. Nor doth his Shade 


Diſturb, but help the Arr. Deitie 
Accepts an offring from the meaneſt trade. 


Friend, 


_— RY — 


& =_ 
: Fa 
” 


Friend,thy firſt-fruits are ſacred. GUST AVES Name 
| Is then (O Muſes) more authenticall, 
Nor ſhall't be Hereſie in verſe to claim 
Aid from live Names, and ſtill Imperiall. 
| He ſhall preſerve thy Papers, and vent more 
| Then an cnlarg'd Edition, His Name 
| Shall be thy T:tle roo, and fill the doore 
Of the rich Shop it lies in;like the Frame 
Of ſome rare Frontiſpice, with neat device 
Tying unto it the Spectatours eyes. 
| So bothin equall tye are excellent; 
| Thy Book's His Elegve, He its Monument. - 
. | | 
WE looſe Proſe could not pay to Swedens Herle, 
Thou haſt diſcharg'd in thy Heroick Verſe, 
TH' Intelligencers Feer, on which he'l runne 
Now round the world, like a ſurveying Swe. 
"Twas greater art to chuſe thy Theme,then write 
Some Poems. But to pen it in deſpite 
Of others grief, or ſilence, argues Love 
X Great as thy Art. And if the People prove 
Thy hand hath rudely op't a publick wound 
Newly clos'd up; the Magiſtrate's not bound 
(As Athens muldted Phrenicus ) to be 
Their Cexſor, and to fine thy Hiſtorie. 
No: Let us know,our Guilt that Matchleſſe Man, 
Whoſe Dirge thou fing'ſt,hath murdred. Nay,lI can, 
And dare tell how too : 'Twas the fond exceſlec 
Of our big thoughts decreas'd his Happineſle; 
Whoſe modeſt Soul we vext with reſtleſle cric 
Ot love pretended , Proud 1dolatrie. 


RE C2 His | 


F NY hats nts. Are. — 
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His purer Br eaſt divin'd aſmuch , while we 
Mad mcn ſtill.rempted him with Propheſie. 

Oh! ha this Frenzie rcſted in the heart 
Onely of us the People, little Art 
Might framea Plea. But our great Rabbis too, 
( Oh Learning, what huge miſchiefs mayſt thou do, 
Seduc d by Pride and Flatr'rie! )nay, thoſe Brains 
T hat wear the Sacred Cappe,through all their veing 
Deſcri'd infected bloud, whoſe tainted ſtreams 
Danger'd the Nations, whil'ſt noiſome ſteams 
Exhal'd as high as Heav'n. That ſtarrie Spherc, 
Stranger to vapours, could not now be cleare. 
Egypt examin'd Starres, and father'd lies 
On their pure Subſtances : all Myſteries 
Are pri'd into, and ſtretcht. The Chil:aft 
Takes fev'rall ſhapes; now poſes us in vaſt 
Contemplarive juſt nothings, and then ſlips 
Into a Caffock, picks th' Apocalyps, 
And (howes us Wonders, which poore I dare {wear 
His flecring heart well knew were never there. 
The unclaſpt Book was read, the S72xes unſeal'd, 
The Trampets, Phials, and the Beaft reveal 4: 
Thc Pope and Cefar lain outrighr, and all 
By GUST AVE, and by Heav's. This was his fall, 
The Sinne was ours; the troubled Yertae his. 
So Ev! haſted Goodneſſe to her bliſle. 
Now th' Ar'grams bluſh:and had not Pirrhae art 
Excus'd the letter, when the Anuthours heart 
Glow'd with a lie; by this time Levz had, 
Like 1/schars afſe, coucht under's burden, glad, 
Though ſtrong, to be releas'd. Let this ſufhce, 
We all contcſle we flew him, and our eyes 


Shall 


Shall teſtifie our ſorrows. Lye s1cn may, 
And Lurzen tell his Life ſome half the way: 
What we confeſle,tells all;perfedts the Storic 
More then the Annals of his living Glorie; 

Oh! this Contefſion well-penn'd would be 

His Chronicle, his Tombe, his Blegie, 


T. Rit ty, Fellow of 
Trin, Cell, 


—————_— 


TO THE AUTHOUR OF 
this enſuing Pocm, 
Maſter Rus$ELL. 


Ow dares thy mortall Faxcie undertake 

A Theme Divine, unlefle for Yeytues fake? 
The Germane Eagle, to advance thy $kill 
In praiſing Swethlard, lends a conqu'red quill. 
Yet when thy Self and loftie Bird have done, 
Neitherare able to behold this Sunye. 
Go ſtrive to write, and caſt away thy pen: 
Repent thy ſelf, and take it up agen. 
Sometimes thy ſelf, and ſometimes Swethland blame: 
And midſt thy praiſes check his glorious Name. 
Tell valiant Swethland, if thy Eagle brings 
'A flight too low, his Greatneſle clipt her wings, 


PA 


CAsar WILLIAMSON, Fellow 
of Trinit. Colledge, 
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To his ingenious Friend Maſter RUSSELL, | 
upon his Heroick Poem. | 


'B Et thoſe ſoft Poets, who have dipt their brains 


In am'rous humours, thaw to looſer ſtrains. 
Let Cupid be their theme, and let them pay 
Service to Yer ina wanton lay: 
And let theſe Rhymers of our filken Age 
Unlade their Fancies on an emprie page. 
Mars is thy theme; thy Muſe hath learn'd to talk 
The Cannon-languaze of the Warre, and walk 
A loftie March; while thy faint readers dread 
And tremble at each ſyllable they reade. 
Leade on, Stout Poet, in thy Martiall ſtate; 
And let theſe Pages on GUST AF'US wait, 
Armed with verſe of proof: and thoſe that aim 
To wound thy. Muſe, or print upon thy Name 
Their darts of malice, in their full purſuit, 
Charm'd like thoſe ſtones thrown at the Thracian Lute, 
May they forget their meſlage, and in fierce 
Carcer dance at the muſick of thy verſe. 
And if thoſc eyes, with pois'ned flame that ſhine 
Like Baſilisks, ſhed poiſon on a line, 
To blot a ſyllable that ſounds the leaſt 
GUSTAY US Warre, Jove turn thern to that Beaſt. 

Then reſt GVST AY VS: do not change thy room 

Within this Book, for any marble tombe. 
Each line's a golden chain to hoiſe thee farre 
'Bove Fate : then blaze as faſtned to a ſtarre: 
And for theſe Leaves preſented thee, a bough 
Of Laurell ſhall adorn the Poets brow. 


Joann SALTMARSH,Magd, Col. 
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To his friend the AutHouR, 


Negenious friend, that doſt ſo bravely ſing 
I The conqueſts of the Swerhes Victorious King; 
Whoby thy thundring lines doſt ſeem to follow 
Aſwell the tents of Mars, as of eApollo; 
And in depainting of a bloudie fight 
Dot intermingle Terronr with Delight: 
Though I could tell thee that thy verſes worth 
Abundantly will gild and ſet them forth; 
Although I might (without baſe flatterie) ſay 
Thy forehead doth deſerve a wreathe of Bay; 
YetI forbear : thy modeſtie is ſuch, 
I dare not praiſe, at leaſt, not praiſe thee much. 
Indeed what need'/t thou my too ſlender praile, 
Touſher thy fo fweetly-ſoaring layes 
Into the world ; ſince that the very name 
GuSTavus will morehighly grace the ſame, 
Then if the rareſt Lawreats choiſeſt quill 
To pen thy praiſe ſhould ſhew its utmoſt kill? 
How richly is thy work rewarded! See! 
Thou mak't Gus Ta vus live, Gus Ta vus thee: 
And by thy loftie Muſe I know not now 
Whether ſhall more be honour'd, he or thou. 


* anagrim of S5peds Great * AUGUSTUS! Oh how could I dwell 


Upon that Name! How often could I ſpell 

Its every ſacred ſyllable ; and when 

I've done't a thouſand times, begin agen! 

That Name who honours not, Oh may he be 
O'rewhelm'd with never-dying infamie! 

His bleſſed Memorie who adoreth not, 

Oh may he be eternally forgot! 

Thy book, my friend (if I donot miſtake) 

WUll pleaſe and (ell for Great Gu 5Tav u 5 ſake. 


STEPHEN JONES, of S, Johns (ol. 
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LYPSETCS 


2-2, Ave you not heard the ever-reſtleſſe Ocean 
> Beat on the ſhore with waves continuall 
; motion, 
2 Which fill our cares with ſad and mur- 
A ming tones ; 
the dolefull fighs and hollow grones 
Of thouſands, that together have conjoyn'd 
T' cxpreſle the ſorrows of a wounded minde, 
For ſome diſaſtrous Fate; perttaps the death 
Of ſome deare Prince, untimely reav'd of breath? 
| A They 
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They fill the troubled aire with contule cries, 
\Which are reſounded by the trembling skies; 
Which theſe ſad tunes ſo often do repcar, 
That now the woodie Choriſters forger 
Their wonted ſtrains, and either ſtand as mute, 
Or to theſe notes their warbling voices ſuit, 
The willing aire inſtructing to expreſſe 
To humancearcsſoul-moving hcavineſſe. 
Sweet Philomet now thinks upon her rape 
And former wrongs; that ſhe may fitly ſhape 
” A tune of lively ſorrow, and make known 
The grief of others, fully, as her own. 

Like this was that amazed time, when firſt | 
Ourcares thoſe more then frightfull rumours piercr, 
Of great Guſtavus diſmall Fate ; with whom 
All then did feem their hopes and hearts t'intombe; 
And did expreſle in ſighs and dronping looks, 
Sorrow cnough t'have fill'd moſt ſpatious Books - 

"You might have read,in thought-diſcov'ring eyes, 
Volumes of ſad and mournfull Zlegres- 
While F.c doth with a thouſand tongues reſound 
Such trembling murmures, as our hearts do wound. 

My fainting Sor, not able to ſuſtain 

So oft redoubled blowes, nor ſuch direpain, 
Sunk to the ground :then over all my limbes 
A frigid ſweat and dewie vapour ſwimmes: 
A Death-like flcep clos'd up my eyes; and T, 
As one cternally cntranc'd, did lic. 
- Bur 
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But then methoughts my Genizs did appearc, 
And words of comfort whiſpred in mine eare: 
Then led my airie Spirit by the hand, 
Through darkſome thades, to that /nferiour Land 
And Region, where Unbodired Souls reſide. 
There what my fancied thoughts to me deſcri'd, 
I now prepare unto the World in verſe, 
By favour of the Muſes,to rehearſe, 
Thoſetwo ſo bloudie Battels there I view'd, 
Lypſich and Lutzen, dreadtully renew'd: 
But now more furious and a greater ire 
Their bloud-enraged ſpirits did enfire. 
Oh that thoſe raptures, which then fill'd my brain, 
Would burn in my impris'ned Soul again; 
That T might ſo in vivid colours paint 
Thoſe dreadftull fights,as ſhould make Morals faint 
With horrour and amaze, and when they reade 
My Bloud-beſprinkled verſe, their hearts ſhould bleed! 
Divine Melpomene, whole chicteſt gloric 
Conliſts in ſounding of a Trazick ſtorie; 
Fill me with vig'rous heat, and for a while 
Let thy rapt Furie guide my iron ſtyle: 
Send Yirgils Genius to direct my quill, 
His grave Majeſtick vein do thou inſtill: 
Or rather Lucas, wholc ſo loftie rhymes 
Do beſt befit the Gems. of theſe times. 
Bur oh! what ſudden numneliſe do I feel 
To damp my boiling bloud! and now I reel, 
A'2 As 
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As when an Ep-lepfie doth fſurprite 

Some fecble mortall, and his ſcalics tics: 
Or,when as the Cumean $1byls breatt 

Some direc Prophetick Spirit hath pollelt; 

She madly rages, ſtruggles all in vain 

To ſhake away her Furie-cauled pain: 

She raves, ſhe frets, the ſtorms, and tears her hair, 
Stamps with her fecrt,and like a Ghoſt doth ſtare: 
Mean while, within her rage-diſtractcd ſoul, 
And troubled thoughts ,diſcording Paſs0%s roll, 
Thus am I rackt, while to my working heart 
My Phayſte doth ſuch jarring thoughts unpart, 
For this roev'ry Poet is enjoyn'd, 

Thar he ſhall feel in his imprefſive minde 

The reall Thouzhts and Paſs10ns of all thoſe, 
Whom he in verſe preſumeth to diſcloſe. 
Judge what a world of diſcords circling runne 
Within my breaſt, like Atomes in the Sunne, 
That croſſe,and meer,and meet,and croſle agen. 
So many Paſſions of ſo many men, 

And ſuch repugning thoughts torment my minde, 
As when rio Armres have with furic joyn'd: 
Rage and Kevenge march firſt, with burning Ire- 
Dread, Fears,and Terrours make them to retire: 
Then Shame, and YValour, with malicious Hate, 
Their reinforced Trowps precipitate: 

They charge them home: theſe break,and ſcatt'red flie 


Unto thcir main Battalis, which ſtood nigh, * 
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Here dire Deſpair was ranged, doublc-rankt 
With Furie, and with Raſhzeſſe ſtrongly flankt. 
Thcſc and a thouland more oppugning Pharſies 
Prcbus 1n my enraged breaſt advances. 

Faint not, my Muſe, but with a fearleſſe pace 
March through the midſt of Fares, and out-facc 
Armies of Terrours, vengetull Wrath, and Tre, | 
Afrightfull Death,devouring Sword,and Fire. 
Shrink not ar all to heare the helliſh jawes 
Of thundring Caxzoxs roar with hidcous noiſe, 
Mixt witha thouſand ſhot, that roughly teare 
The tender welkin, and aftright the earc. 
Let not their clam'rous ſhouts and confuſe cries, 
Which ſeem to wound the aire,and pierce the $kiCs, 
Move thee at all: Ler not the yelling noiſc 
Of ſome half-murdred wights make thee to pauſe, 
Or draw remorſcfull pitic from thy heart: 

Be like a Rock of ſtone; ſhrink not, nor ſtart: 

Be as regardleſle of their ſhricks and grones, 

As they themſelves have been to others mones. 
If to ſuch tender thoughts thou yeeld'ſt, my Muſe, 
Thy Martiall F#rie thou wilt quickly loſe; 

And none, but fearfull Mothers,then will praiſe 

Thy ſoft-ſtrain'd verſe, and heart-relenting layes. 

But now a little breathe, my Mnſe, and heare 

The plaints of others, ſounded to thy eare. 
The Nymph Germania doth her ſelf preſent, 
With face disfigur'd,and with robes all cent, 
A3 1 5 Ol 


He might daſh out his wretched brains,and dic. 
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And ſprinkled o're with bloud : her golden locks 
She tears, and furiouſly her breaſt the knocks; 
Then wrings her hands, lifts up her woe-lick eyes: 
And thus art laſt to the unpitying skies 

She ſpeaks, Oh heav'ns, how long, how long ſhall we 
The onely ſubject of your vengeance be; 
Plagu'd with conrtinuall warre, dire cruclrtics, 

A thouſand flaughters, and calamities; 

While miſcreant Erhnicks,who deride thy power, 
Are undiſturb'd, and flouriſh to this houre? 

The curſed Pagans laugh, when they behold 
How many miferics on us are roll d. 

The barb'rous Turk infults with ſpircfull ſcorn, 
To ſeems Chriſtians by our ſelves ſo torn; 

And onour bodies thoſe deep wounds to bear, 
W hich he ſo much from us himſelf did fear; 
To ſec our Forces by our ſelves o'return'd, 
Which having joyn'd, might eaſily have ſpurn'd 
Him,and his Vaſlall X#zs;and once again, 

Like rheir dire Sconrze, refiſtlefle Tamerlane, 
Have.hew'd their Armies, as a field of corn, 
Which is by reaping fickles quickly ſhorn: 

And then their S/tan, in an Iron grate 
Shut,hke ſome monſtrous Beaſt,ſhould curſe his Fate, 
And rail upon his Grand-Impoſtour-Prophet, 

That vagabond Arabian, Mahomet - 

Then, if his courage {crv'd him, valiantly 
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Then Stampoldam (now his /mperiall ſeat, 

That over-looks the World) with flaming heat 
Enkindled once,thould ſend ſuch dirctull ſmoke, . 
As thould theſe 7zfidels tor ever choak: (them, 
Then in black clouds enwrapr, the fumes ſhould whirle 
And Dewv1ls to the loaveſt hell ſhould hurle them. 

And thou bloud-ſucking Tartar, who of late 

Proftredſt thine aid, my wounds to aggravate; 

Bur wert rejected by that pow'rfull K:xe, 

Who his Commmiſs;0s from the Heav'ns did bring, 

To ſcourge me for the {innes of me and mine: 

Doſt thou rejoyce to fee the Pow'rs Divine 

Inflict ſuch rig'rous Juſtice on my So1l, 

Whole very bowels now with torments broil, 

And raging Warre; like the Sicylian Hill, 

Whoſe vaulted caverns ſulph'rie flames do fill? 

Thou curfed Rover, who doſt ſpend thy dayes 

In wandring up and down a thouſand wayes; 

Whole cold and barren Climate fears no Warre, 

Not worth the {word of any Conquerer: 


Ceaſe forto triumph o're my wotull ſtate; 


Leſt at my pray'rs the Heav'ns precipitate 

A vengeance on thy head, ſhall equalliſe 

Warres bloudie milchief and dire crueltiesz 
The dreadfull Peſti/ence, whoſe pois'nous blaſt 
Into the grave thouſands at once ſhall caſt; 
Or pinching Famine, whoſe long lingring ſtroke 


Shall by degrees the vitall ſpirits.choak; » 
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Or, what thou feareſt moſt, ſome rig'rous froſt 
Shall ſciſe upon thy coldly-lited coaſt, 

And freez the very aire, that want of breath 
May make you yeeld unto unſparing Death, 

Bur why diſturb I thus my wretched heart, 

By wiſhing unto others ſuch like {mart 

As I now feel? Would this givecaſe to me, 
Or any whit abate my miſerie? 

It would. Oh that the All-wiſe Providence 
Would on theſe Miſcreants ſuch like plagues diſpenſe; 
That they might roar with their calamities, 
And with their louder clamours drown the cries 
Of my diſtreſſed children, whoſe ſad mones 
Do wound my heart, and pierce the very ſtones! 
How many thouſand Mothers at this time, 
Within the limits of my wretched clime, 
Weep without ceaſing, and with ſhrilleſt notes 
And bitter exclamations tear their throats! 
How many tender Widows curſe their Fates, 
By raging Warre robb'd of their deareſt Mates! 
How many aged Fathers lift their eyes 
Drown'd o'rc with tears,to the unpitying skies, 
Admiring that the fulgent Sunne diſplayes 

On their ſo wretched Land his cheerfull rays! 
Is there no piric in the heav'ns at all? 

Cannot the grict of Mortals once appall 

You Spzrits divine, that *bove us do relide, 

And the rapt Spheres do in their courſes guide? 


They 
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They wonder that the rolling ſtartes ſill ſhine, 
And never at their torments do repine. 

If their dire imprecations might prevail, 

They would have had them muffled in a vail 

Of mournfull hue, and in a pitchie cloud 

Swoln bigge with tears their heav'nly luſtre ſhroud; 
That with their hearts the whole earth might agree, 
And once again a contus'd Chaos be. 

Who can theſe blame that thus exceſſive mone, 
Who have been ſpoiled of more lives then one; 
That in ſo ſhort a time (alas!) have loſt 

That which ſo many cares and yeares hath coſt? 
Ceaſe,ceaſe, my Children: your ſo wofull cric 

Will make my ſwelling heart in ſunder flie. 

Who canendure ſuch ſhricks as pierce my cares? 
Who can,unmoved,view ſuch flouds of tearcs? 

I dare not upward lift my fainting eyes, 

Leſt they deſcrie new woes, new miſeries: 

For whereſoe're I turn me to behold, 

My cities are in flames and: ſmoke enroll'd. 

Huge heaps of Ruines, Warres dire Monuments, 
Cruell Belona every where preſents. 

All this great miſchief and diſaſtrous woe 

From Rome,as from a pois'nous ſpring,doth flow. 
And thou, proud Frier, whoſe ambitiouſneſle 

A Triple Diadem can ſcarce deprefle; 

Thrice curſed be thy deadly pride, that thus 

With warres and ruines haſt o'rewhelmed us. 

B Moſt 
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Moſt flintje-breaſted Tigre, that canſt brook, 

With heart unpitying,and unmoved look, 

To ſee ſo many. at thy feet to dic, Y 

And fall lower then: hell, to keep thee high! 

To ſee ſo many Nations choiſeſt lowers 

Cut down by ſudden death, in ſo few houres! 

And all this will not move thee to relent, 

Nor winne thee to revoke thy proud intent. 

Thy Predeceſſours Chriſtians could enflame 

Wirth courage, to a ware of better famc: 

*Gainſt Saracens t Foe their warlike bands, 

And to reconquer from thoſe Pagayxs. hands. 

Captiv'd Judea, and the Diadem 

Of weeping and forlorn Jeruſalem. 

Surcly theſe Infidels accurſed Tribe 

Do covertly with ſome rich preſents bribe 

Thy avarice, that by thy deviliſh art 

Our Chriſtian unitie thou mightſt diſpart. 

Time will deſcrie the truth,and Heav'ns juſt Power: 

Will on thy head (T hope) juſt vengeance ſhowre. 

Here, with a ſigh, as if her ſoul were preſt 

To flic away,her mournfull ſpeech ſhe ceas'd. 
Then did I turn mine eyes about, to ſee 

Whoſe part was next in this ſad Trazedbe. 

LY PSICH, that fatall town, did then appeare, 


Whoſe walls & tow'rs trembled,methoughts,with fear, 


\s if ſome aguiſh earthquake now did ſtrive 
lcr very bowels piece-meal for to rive. 
| | Surely 
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Surely there was juſt cauſe of horrid fear, 
So many Furies being now ſo neare, 
Who threatned had to trample under feet 
All that their armed Ragecould finde or meer, 

Upon a ſpatious plain, that did preſent 
Uato the eye a ſmooth and large extent, 
Two Armies ſtood, marſhall'd in fair aray, 
Their waving Colours tothe winde diſplay: 
Their well-contrived Ranks yet even were, 
Their Files compleatly ſtraight, their Battels ſquare: 
Their cquall ſpears, their weapons gliſtring brighr 
Did yeeld, methoughts, a dreadfull-pleafing fight. 

Here the Renowned Great GVSTAYUS ſtands, 
Strongly environ'd with thoſe warlike- Bands, 
Which the cold Region of the North had ſent, 
And unto them ſuch hardned bodies lent, 
As, like the roughneſle of their native S0:/, 
Cannot be broken with laborious toil. 
The big-bon'd Zappians, who with nimble pace 
The {wifteſt and the wildeſt beaſts can chaſe: 
Whoſe precious skinnes and furres of richeſt price 
They ſend abroad for rareſt merchandiſe. 
The Finlanders were there, who,clad in buffe, 
Did think their ſturdie limbes arm'd proof enough: 
Better to wound their foes they were prepar'd, 
Then to deiend, or ſtand upon their guard. 
The warlike Goths, once of renowned Fame, 
Whole Anceſtowrs with fire and ſword did tame 

| B 2 Great 
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Great Rome it ſelf, and her uſurped crown 


Snatcht from her head,and proudly trampled down; 


Making her fields to drink the bloud that low'd 
From her own children, who in heaps were ſtrow'd 
Upon the crimſon-ſtained ground. Their ſtcel 
The ſunne-burnt Spaniards roo did deadly feel: 
Within whoſe barren and ſcorcht Territorte, 
There ſtill remain ſome Enfignes of their gloric, 
Here were they now, and ſcemed to reclaim 
Their Predeceſſours long-obſ{cured Fame. 

And here were troups of Yardals ſeen, that made 
The Axcienut World ev'n of their Name afraid; 
And hadas many Kingdomes over-runne 
Almoſt,as doth the all-incircling Swnne. 

Thoſe that inhabit neare the Dofrine Hills, 

From whoſe cold tops the ſnow continuall drills, 
Had to this Batte// ſent an armed Troup, | 
That ſcorn'd at dangers once to ſhrink or -ftoup. 
The duskie-colour'd Swethes ſtood next their King, 
Who now had made their wondred Name to ring 
Through fartheſt Regions, which ſo long a time 
Had ſeem'd congealed with their frozen clime. 
Here likewiſe might you other Nations finde, 
Drawn by the vigour of a Martiall minde: 

Iriſh, French, Engliſh,and the hardie Scot, 
Whoſe noted valour ne're will be forgot. 

There likewiſe were the German-Saxons ſeen, 
Who heretofore aſmuch renown'd had been, 
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As th' ancient Goths, or the advent'rous Gaul, 

Thar did ſo oft the Romave Hoſts appalL 

Such was their number, that cv athey alone 

As a full 4rm4e might themſelves have ſhown, 
Oppos'd totheſe, an CArmie as compleat 

For fair proportion, and full our as great, 

Preſents its dreadfull Front,that ſeemn'd to breathe 

Nought leſle then ruines, wounds,and ſpeedie death. 

Tillie, whom long experience. in the warre 

Had often taught to be a Cangquerer, 

Did range theſe Troups; and,as he thought,fo right, 

And in ſo firm a poſtuxe, that they mo 

With eaſe o'recome rheir undervalu'd Foes, 

Who now were marching on to meer their blowes. 
'T was vain with long orations to delay 

Their burning courage, which could brook no ſtay. 

Like two vaſt, Wogds,whoſe waving tops do dance 

With gentle windes, theſe mightie Hoſts advance. 

The very luſtre that their arms did caſt, 

Would have a coward kill'd with lightning blaſt: 

But to a Souldiers eye not any fight. 

Could be preſented, that would more delight 

His loftie ſprite. And look how Sols bright beams, 

By art redoubled, kindle burning ſtreams: 

So the refracted; rayes of fulgent ſteel 

Make Souldiers, hearts new burning courage feel. 

Scarce canthe fiexie Steeds endure the ground, 

Now that they heare the echoing Trumpet ſound: 
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They champ their curbing bits,and proudly neigh, 
Vext that their maſters do their Furze ſtay. 
The Footmen fain would double their flow pace, 
But thar they fear their order to diſplace, 
Now is the Signal given: with a ſhour 
As loud as thunder,all the warlike Rour + 
Do make the aire and fields adjacent ring. 
Then to a charged Cannen Swethlanas King 
Gave fire: ſtraight doth the (wift-wing d bullet flic 
Unto their foes with a rough Embaſsre; 
And in ſo high a tone delivers it, 
As might ſo great a Xing as him befir; 
Speaking like awfull thunder, whoſe dread ſound 


Our eares amazes, and our hearts doth wound. 
To ſecond this, were other bullets ſent 
From fired Cannons, that ſo rudely rent 
The firſt front of their Battell,that you might 
Sce their fair order now diſmangled quite: 
And like a confus'd heap it doth appeare, 
Till reſuppli'd by the advancing Rear. 
Th' Imperials are not ſlack, bur roundly they 
\ith anſw'ring ſhot their former loſle repay: | 
A Rank of Cannons, all at once enfir'd, | 
 Dic preſently attain their mark defir'd. | 
The angrie Swethes their helliſh furie feel, 
Whoſerough encounter made them morethen reel; 
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lt makes a ſpatious breach,and the weak wall 


Of bodies batt'red piece-mecal now doth fall 
| In | 
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In ruin'd heaps, and with a crimſon juice, 
Thar like a torrent flow'd,the ground embrews. 
Help me, my tragick Msſe, intuſe new ftrains, 
And re-infirc my quite amazed Brains. 
; Methinks I feel my vigour to relent, 
| Stricken with horrour and aſtoniſhment, 
| To think upon thoſe direfull ſlaughters, when 
|  Thole helliſh Engines did ſo many men 
| Diſmanglein atrice, and with a blaſt 
| Their noble fouls from their ſtout bodies caſt. 
| Here a brave Captain, as he fairly ſtands, 
{ With wordsencouraging his warlike Bands, 
! 


His head ſnatcht off among them flies,and there 
Speaks in a language now of dread and feat. 
Here,as another waves his ſword on high, 

To dare his foe, a fierie Ball doth flic 

Full in his face,and makes him with a daſh 

| With his owaſword himſelf in ſunder {lath. 

| There ſtood another, who enrag'd did breathe 

| Againſt his Foes revengefull threats of death: 

/ Bur as his words yet inthe aire did flie, 

| A double Cannon makes a loud replie, 

| Andwitha greater anger farre did ſtrive 

| His words again into his throat to drive: 

' What he invain hadthreatned to his Foes, 

| Makes his own Souldiers feel by reverſt blowes: 
| 


His ſhiv'red skull and arms all ſhatt'red flew 


Backward, and ſome that ſtood roo neare him _ 
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Here one, whom ſotne great ſhot affrighted,ſhrunk; 
But all in vain: upon his armed trunk 

The ſwift-wing'd Bullet lights; and from his heart, 
With fear and wounds, his ſoul at once doth ſtart. 

A rank of Brothers and nearetriends here ſtood, 
Never more true'then how alli'd in bloud, 

Rent by the farie of two' Culverings, 

Thar arms fromſhoulders, heads from bodies flings; | 
Then altogether mixt them in a Maſlle, 
And with their Limbes ftrowes the diſcolour'd graſſe. | 
Some Demicannons *'mong atroup of Horſe | 
Did likewiſe ſhew their cruel-murd' ring force. | 
Their Iron'Cuirace was of \fimall avail: 

Corllets of Steel and Coars of wel-wrought Mail | 
Could not divert the farie of ſuch ftrokes, 

As would have ſtricken down the talleſt oaks, | 
That in the Caleoyianu'woods are found, 
Or ſpread their roots in -the Hercinian ground. | 
Some Riders wounded are, while th'untoucht Horle, 
Feeling his reins now flack, with all his force 
Kicks,flings, and ſtarts untill his Maſter reels; 
Then,moſt ingrateful/gfpurns him with his heels. 
Sometime the terrourof the thot doth light | 
Upon the Horſe;zrhe Rider ſcapes not quite: 
For though rhe bullet fpare him, yer his Steed 
Ne're reſts,rill of his troubling burden freed: | 
Then caſts him on the clotred fand, and ſtraight 
Beginning forto fink, with all his weight, 
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O're him thaterſt he bore he now falls over, 
And him that rid him once he now doth cover: 
To him his back afforded once a room, | 
And now his bodice makes for him a tombe. 
Brave Sp'rits, but too (alas! ) unfortunate, 
How doth my aj lament your unfit Fate, 
Snatcht by thoſe dev'liſh Engines fierie force, 
Thar murders without mercie or remorſe; 
That cut you off at one diſaſtrous blow, 
Ere that you could your fearleſle faces ſhow 
Unto your Enemies, and make them feel 
Some morrtall ſtrokes from your ſharp-edged ſteel! 
Curſt be that Hell-ſprung wit,that did deviſc 
This fierie Engine, whoſe dire Batteries 
Scorn all reſiſting force that can be tri'd, 
And moſt approved valour do deride; 
That humane bodies rend like fields of corn, 
Which by the cutting ſithe are quickly ſhorn; 
Not ſo content, butall-diſmangled daſh them, 
And ina thouſand confus'd pieces paſh them: 
Here making one, with his disſhatt red Head 
His beſt and deareſt friend to ſtrike ſtark dead. 
Renowned Archimede of Syracuſe, 
Whoby an Engine of thine own didſt bruiſe 
Thouſands of foes at once; when from a Tower 
Whole loads of ſtones upontheir heads did ſhowre: 
Thy rare invention now may ſeema toy, 
Compar'd withthis,whuch I more deſtroy 
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Ar furcher diſtance; and, like dreadfull thunder, 
Hath often killed ſome with fear and wonder, 
Bur thee poſteritie ſhall ever prailc, 
Becauſe thy new devicc thou didſ{tnot blaze 
To after-tunes; but didſt at firſt intend 
That with thy life che ſame thould hayean end, 
But now againſt that more then hated Name, 
From whom this ſulphuric invention came, 
[Lct cv'ry cAzertheir furicſo enlarge, 
As volleys of dire curſes to: diſcharge: 
Cct brimitone burn his odious brains; let ſmoke 
His very memoric for ever choak. | i 
By this time dit the Armies nearer preafſe;; 7" 
The thundring Canons for awhile did ceafe, 
And gave permiſſion to th* enraged bands 
\ Þo trie the vigour of their cager hands. 
Then both at onee tmperuonfly'do rufly, | 
And 'gainſt each other feircely coymerpuſſt: 
As when two Seas againft each. other roam, 
And break rheir billowes into ſpatt'red foam; 
Making the aire to rremble,and the ſhore el 
Wich dreadfull ſounds and frequent E:hves roar: © -* 
Such was the noiſe, when theſe rryo Hoſts did cloſe, 
And made the aire to ring with ftrokes andblowes, 
Now Piſtols, Muſquers,and Caliver play: | 
Through fi rnd ſmoke they finde chemſelves a way. 
No ſhot falls now amiſle: in chis cloſe fight, 
The random-guided Bullets ſurely lighr, 
; And 
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And drench themſelves in bloud:no armour here 

Can ſtop their force, which is by much rooneare. 
Now forward on the cloſe-rankt Pikes advance 

Wirh ſteadic arm, and fearlefſe countenance, 

Shaking their pointed ſpears, which in the breaſt 

Of their encountring foes do quickly reft. 

Here was true Furic ſeen and val rous Spight; 

To which it you compare the other fight, 

Tt well might ſeem but Sport,or Play at moſt: 

When as the ſhor at diſtance doth accoaſt ' 

The unſeen Foe, and as it were by chance, 

i Guided at randome, at the mark doth: glance: 
While fierie flaſhes and thick clouds of ſmoke 
Do blinde their eyes,and the pure aire do choak; 
Preventing them from ſecing of rheir fac, 
And who it was that gave their mortall blow. 

+Nor here can any one with ſhining blade 
Revenge the death of his ſlain Camerade- 

But all their vengetull ſplene they do art large, 
And ar adventure, in the aire diſcharge. 


Burt *mong the ſturdie Pikes 'twas otherwiſe: f 
Their Furie is directed by their eyes: B 
And at the fight of their enraged foe, by -- 


Redoubled courage in their hearts did flow. 
Here were two Captains met; with pike and targc, 
Like furious Rammes,they do cach other charge; 
Till at che lat the thorough-picrcing ſtecl 
Made one of them beginto fainr and rec!: 
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His valour doth ourlive his ſtrengrh; for ſo, 
When now. he cannot wound his conqu'ring foe, 
Forward he falls; that he may ne're be found 
To have ſhrunk back,or yeelded any ground. 
Then being down,threatnings in vain doth breathe; 
Calls on his ſouldiers to revenge his death: 
Who,fir'd with ſhame and rage, with one joynt puſh 
The ſhort-ſurviving Conquerer o'reruſh, 
He falls upon his foe, whom but of late 
With ſteadie ſpear his arm,did penetrate, 
Now with loud ſhouts and vengefull cries, they rear 
Thcir angrie ſpirits farre above all fear: 
Full on the points of ſpears they forward runne: 
There is not one that wounds or death doth ſhunne. 
Now had they rais'd withina little while, 
Over theſe Chieftains corps a fun'rall pile 
Of ſlaughtred bodies: For it ſeem'd they meant 
Their Captains ſhould not want a Monument. 

Two brave Condudtonrs here brought on their bands, 


. To trie the vigourof their hearts and hands. ' 


The valour of their ſouldiers they excite 

Not now with words, but with exampled fighr. 
Had you but ſeen two Bulls in furie meet, 
Spurning the yellow ſand with: angrie feet; 

And forward then with headlong force to ruſh, 
Till that their horns do makethe bloud to guſh 
From many wounds,and their black-ſpeckled Hide 
By this be with another colour di'd: 


Then 
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Then might you have conjectur'd,with what ſpight 
And burning rage theſe two brave Souldiers fight. 
This on his ſword relies,with it doth hew 
f . Andnimdbly cur the others ſpear in two. 
But he as lightly from his ſide doth ſnatch 
A rcadic piſtoll, which did over-match 
His neare-hand-threatning,ſword,and in a trice 
Quite through his breaſt the fire-ſent bullet flies. 
See! hereanother with his ſtrerchr-out|pike 
Quite through the bodic of his foe doth ſtrike: 
But ere he back again the ſame could pluck, 
He with another through the hearrt is ſtruck, 
And now his vanquiſht foe with joyfull eye 
. Beholds his Your on the ground to lie. 
There might you ſee a noble-courag'd Swethe 
Advance himſelf without all fear of death: 
His furions ire made him alone intend 
To kill and wound, not caring to defend. 
A big-bon'd Germare mcets him at the point, 
And with their ſpears they xuſh ſo equall jozat, 
That both at once were wounded, both withall 
Began to fink, and both at once did fall. 

Not farre from hence you might have ſeena crew 
Of ſturdie lads, that thruſt,and hack, and hew. | 
An Enſizne they had (lain; but could not yer 
Into their hands his waving colours get. 

Oft had they ſtoupt totake them from the ground: 
But from their foes ſuch hindrance ſtill they found, 
SA "OVA 
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Who doubled on therrheads ſuch frequent blowes, 
That look who ftoupr, again he never roſe. 
Nov was thefurit of the fight growa hot, 
The aire reſoundet with their frequent thor. 
Fair Y:dorie on both their Hoſts doth gaze, 
And doth behold their courage 'with amaze: 
Now thefe obſtrves,thenthoſe again beheld; 
Knowes hf as yet ro which her lelf ro yeeld: 
Like to ſome novice Yirzin, whom a Crew 
Of am'rous Touths with cager ſuits purſue; 
Her minde from fixing for a while ſhe drawes, 
And yet delights on evry one ro pauſe; 4 
Denies not any, yeelderh unto none: | 
To all alike her equall love is ſhown, | 
Have you not ſeen afield of yellow whear, 
Upon whole tops ſome genrle windes do beat? 
They ſecm to bend,and backward for a whilc, 
Compell'd by force, they orderly recoil: 
Then reaſluming vigour, with a blaſt 
They bend rhemſclves forward againin hafte: 
Such was the manner of theſe warlike Forces, 


—_—_. 


Who ſeem'd to chargerwith interchanging courſes. 


Now forward ruſht the Swethlanders: anon 

They back retire: &.Imperiatiffs come on, 

And with ſuch futte charge them, as if they 

A: that encounter would bave wonne the day. 
zur finding good reliftance,rhis their heat - * 

Is quickly cooFd,and backward they retreat. 
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The Swethes and Almrains now with doubled might 

Renew the vigour of this bloudie fighr; 

March o're the bellies of their laughtred focs, 

And ſtrictly preafſe them wirh unſparing blowes. 

Bur here a Regiment, in this their Rage, 

Fearing themſelves too farre for to engage 

Among their circling enemies, did ſound 

A fair retreat,and yeeld their conqu'red ground. 

Thus did the well-experienc'd Swerhes, who knew 

When to retire, and when they might purſue. 

Thcy did not heir rough charges here pertorm, 

Liketo the rage of ſome unguided ſtorm; 

Or like the furie of an headleiſe, rade, 

Confuſed, and diford'red mulritude: 

But as one bodie, with ſo many hands 

Move all at once, obeying the commands 

Of one Conduitony, who, ev'n as a Sond, 

Theſc Organs doth dire&,ouide,and controll. 

It is not Ferre, nor a fcarlefle Heart, 

That winnes the day; but Yaloxr mixt with Art. 

This did the Saxons finde, who now begun 

Diſorderly to wayer, and to ſhunne 

The rage of their approaching foe, who farre 

Did them excell in diſcipline of warre; 

And had moften combatings and fights 

Learn'd many Martiall Stratagerhs and lights, 
Long did rhe Saxox Troups ſtiffely ſuſtain 

Their rough  encounter,and a while maintain 
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The Conqueſt doubtfull. Their diſmangled bands 
They fill again with other fighting hands; 
Advancing forward with a fearleſſe face, 

Each ſtriving to defend his tellows place, 

Who art his feet did now half-murdred lie, 
Staining rhe verdant graſſe with crimſon die. 

Burt (till cheir focs preſt on, who too well knew 
The leaſt advantage gained to purſue, 

Then did they ſtagger, and {carce willing are 
Their ſhatr'red ranks and order to repair; 

Bur flying back in heaps, by force and fear 
They break the ranges of their troups in Rear. 
Words now and threatnings are of {mall avail: 

Their Dake himſelf could not as then prevail 

With fair entreatings,nor with rough commands, _ 
To itay the flight of his diflcatr'red bands. 

Where flie you Cowards? Think you thus to ſhunne 
The flaughtring ſword? You cannot ſure out-runne 
The nimble horſe, who now without all trouble 
Will cut you offgand tread you down like ſtubble. 
Turn, turn again; once more your forces trie: 

Stand to your arms; this is the way to flie 
From threatning dangers. Boldly your breaſts oppoſe, | 
And got your backs to your encountring foes. 
See! the brave Swethes ſtill fairly ſtand in range, 
Nor yet for fear or dread will breake or change. 
Shall we forſake them,that have come thus farre 


To undertake for us this dang'rous warre? 
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The world will brand us with eternall ſhame, 
And after-Ages will deride our Name. 

Fear made them deaf; and now their Princes words 
Are drown'd with noiſe of ſhot and clatr'ring ſwords. . 
They flie in heaps and quite diſord'red ranks, 

Like to fome floud that hath born down his banks. 

Tillie rejoycing at ſo wiſht a fight, 

Beholding half his enemies in flight, 

Spake thus inſulting; Courage, heartic B/ades, 

My noble Souldiers, and brave Camerades: 

The day is ours: let theſe baſe Cowards flic, 

And now let us theſe other ſquadrons plie; 

The ſturdic Swethes, whole Kings vitorious Name 

Keeps them from flying,with a forced ſhame: 

But charge them home, and with unſparing hands 

Ruſh boldly on their now half-ſtagg'ring Bands. 

This having ſaid, he, with a ſp'rit as high 

As theſe his words, among his foes doth flic; 

Who him receive with courage nothing lefle, 

But with a greater ire his rage repreſle: 

As when the angrie Ocean with a ſhock 

Strives for to break ſome firmly fixed rock, 

Which ſtands unmoved,and his ſwelling pride 

And vain-ſpent Malice ſeemeth to deride; 

Making his waves, which did ſo raſhly roam, 

To daththemſelves into a ſpatt'red foam: 

Thus was the Crabats furie broke in ſunder, 

Who fell upon the Sweds/h troups like thunder, 
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And cheir brave Gen'ral, who had thought his fight 
Sufficient was his enemies to fright, 
Scap'd not unwounded: for the leaden ſhowre 
Fear'd not atall his mortall-tearcd Power; 
Though it be ſtill unknown,from whoſe hand came 
The force that wounded ſo renown'd a Name. 
'Tis not a ſingle wound thar can reftrain 
Or check his valour; but enrag d again 
With doubled furie, he aſlails his foes, 
Who will not yceld him any thing but blowes. 

By this time great GUST A7/US wachfull eye 
An opportune advantage doth eſpie 
To break the ſquadrons of their ranged Horſe, 
Who charged them ſo oft with headlong force. 
A Regiment their ſtations quickly change, 
And now ſtood oxd'red in a treble range: 
The firſt rank couched on rheir knees: the next 
Stood half-way bended: bur the third erects 
His armed trunk upright. Thus as one rank, 
Were all their muſquetrs levelled point-blank. 
Ar both their wings ſtood troups of readie Horle., 
Prepar'd to ſecond with a ſpeedie courſe. 
Then ata word didall give fire, and powre 
Among th'cnraged Horſe a leaden ſhowre, 
Thar flew as thick as hail, when Boreas blaſt 
Doth from the clouds his frozen treaſure caſt.. 
Had I an hundred tongues, an Iron heart, | 
2 And all the help the Muſes can impart; 
< Yet 


— 


——  _— 


hmmm 


"The Battell of Lypſich, . 27 


Yet couldI not in this my ſtagg riag verſe 

The ſhadow of that ſlaughter now rehearſe: 
When in the twinkling of ancyedid fall 

So many wounded wights, Horſe, Man and all. 
And that fair Squadron, which {@ lately ſtood 
Like to ſome thick and cloſely-ranged wood, 
Confuſedly doth now appeare,and {catt'red. 
Their order {poil'd,their ranks jn fuader ſhatt'red: 
As when in Autamre ſome tempeituous blaſt 
From halt-dead trees their feeble leayes doth caſt, 
And with another garment then her own 
The under-fited ground is thickly ſtrown: 

Thus was the field with bleeding bodies ſpread, 
That had been wounded by the piercing lead. 
But while the reſt, fill'd with amazeand wonder, 
To (ce th! effeRts of this ſo ſudden thunder, 
Knew not which my to turn or bend their faces; 
A Regiment of Horle with doubled paces 

Flie in amongſt them; in their teeth diſcharge 
A ſecond volley; make the breach more large. 
Then forward on with rage and force they puſh, 
And their fear-ſtrucken foes ſoon over-ruſh; 
Whonow had loſt all minde and heart to'fighr, 
And did betake them to a ſudden flighr. 

| This their example made their other Bands 

_ Begin to faint,and fight with trembling hands, 
And as their feeble vigour doth decreaſe, 


The Swethlanders doth double: on they preatle 
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With greater courage now.then ere before: | 
Theground doth {wimme with ſtreams of humane gorc, 
At laſt, not able for to fill ſo faſt < 
Their ſlaught'red ranks,as the rough Swethes did waſte; 
Backward they throng in heaps, diſord'red quite, 
-0 Not willing now nor able for to fight, 
ot But while that all tumultuouſly do ſtrive 
vs To ſcape away, they do the ftormoſt drive- 
Headlong before them:over theſe they ſtumble, 
And ſo the next, and next to them doth tumble. 
(Strange for to ſee!) here lay a Souldier dead; 
Orc whom an _ of living bodics ſpread. 
Surc he enjoy*da farre more noble Tombe, 
Then thoſe which doth' EZzyprian Kings inhume; 
The loftie Pyramids, whom loud-rongu'd Fame 
One of the world's chief wonders ſ{tiil doth name: 
Or then that ſo renowned Sepulchre, 
Which doth Masſo/xs Kingly bones interre. 
All theſe were cov'red with dead marble ſtones: 
But here is one intomb'd with living bones. 
- The fiery ſteeds, that never mercie knew, 
Proudly themſelves in ſpatt'red bloud embrew. 
Here *gainſt a ſprawling bodie one doth ſpurn, 
And from his former wounds makes bloud return. 
Another there a living head doth crutfh, 
And from the ſame makes bloud and brains to guſh: 
Meanwhile their maſters with unſparing hands, 
Now none reſiſt, murder at once whole Bands. 


And 
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And where the ſword doth fail,the trampling horſe 
Quickly diſpatches with an headlong courſe. 
The former flaughter of this bloudie day, 
Compar'd withrthis, might ſeem Belona's play. 
The S#nne no longer could endure this ſight, 

But in compaſhon did withdraw his light: |; 
And that he might their further rage prevent, 
With ſpcedie wings the welcome Night he ſent; 
Who, muffted in a vail of fable hue, 

Quite o're the heads of theſe fierce Yidtours flew; 
And then before them caſteth ſuch a miſt, 

As made their hands and vengetfull Heat defilt. 
So a fierce Lion, a Getuliarn Swain 

(If antique ſtorics do not miſle,or teigne) 

Did with his garment muffle o're the head; 
Thenthis ſo furious Beaſt did ſtand as dead: 
Stirres not one jot; but,as amazed quite, 

Loſes his cruell furie with his fight: 

And while that he thus ſtrangely ſeems to pauſe, 
The fearftull Swary ſcapes his devouring jawes, 
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AV} floud, 

= Which not ar all their vengefull thirſt 
- abatcs, 

Do now again invoke the Pow'rfull Fates 

To haſten forward ſuch another day, 

Where they in midft of fire and ſmoke might play; 
And with their pois'nous breath and fierie brands 
Inflame GVST AY VSand th' Imperial Bands, 


7&9, He hel-born Furies,who delight in bloud, 
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The All-diſpoſing Providence above, 
Whoſe preſence makes the trembling heav'nsto move, 
Doth yceld to theſe infernall Hagges deſire. 
'Lernone preſumea reaſon to require: 
It was his will; let that alone ſuffice: 
And ſure 'twas juſt; though that the feeble eyes 
Of our dimme morrtall judgement never can 
With pynctuall knowledge heav'nly ations ſcanne. 
' Weep,mournfull Germane; For once again 
\ Thy childrens bloud thy wretched fields muſt ſtain: 
And to augment thy loſle, that Pow'rfull-X7ne, 
Who hopes of pcace and victorie did bring, 
Muſt there receive his mortall wound, with whom 
Shall thouſands more receive their Fatal! doom. 
Thy freedome, which thou haſt ſo long time ſought, 
Muſt with more ſtreams of humane bloud be bought. 
Oh happic England, who wilt ſcarce confeſſe, 
Drunk with ſecuritie, thy happineſle; 
That doſt enjoy ſuch Quietneſſe,ſuch Eaſe, 
Such calme Tranquillitie, and bleſſed Peace; 
And that not purchas'd by laborious Toll, 
By fire,and ſword, by ruine, and by ſpoil; 
Nor by the loſle of thy choice Touth, whole Fate 
Thou wouldſt not fear 'gainſt Heav'n texpoſtulare: 
But it hath coſt thee nothing: for behold, 
On thee th' Almightie hath his bleſſings roll'd, 
Without all labour or deſert of thine, 
Meerly by inſtin& of his love divine; 
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And hath enricht thee with a gracious King, 
At whoſe bleſt Birth Angels of peace did ling: 
Oh look upon thy neighbour Germanre, 
Drown'd with a floud of tears and milerie; 
Whoſc towns are ruin'd,and whoſe Cities burn, 
Whoſe fields do low with bloud, whole people mourn: 
Think but on this all you that cannot weep, 
Who in the arms of happie Peace do tleep. 
Is irk{ome to your cares? Your tender Heart 
Ac theſe moleſting ſounds (merhinks) dorh ſtart: 
From Warres and Woes y' have been fo long ſecure, 
That now you cannot their rough Name endure. 
Arc you become like to the Sybarite, 
Whole foft'ned ſpirit, ſottiſh appetite 
Could no harſh noiſe endure,nor that ſhrill ſound, 
That doth from hamm'red Steel and Brafle rebound? 
And therefore ſuch Artificers as thoſe, 
Thar did moleſt their cares with clatt'ring blowes, 
By a preventing law they did compell 
Farre off in fome obſcurer place to dwell. 
Shall rheſe my verſes, that with clatt'ring ding 
The ſtrokes of Warre and furious Rage do ſing, 
Diſpleafc our Britiſh earcs, who are of late 

{[t ſeems) grown tender and effeminare? 
Your Amorettoes think them farretoo rough, 
Not {mooth,nor pleating,nor half low enough: 
They cannot ferew them any wayes to ſuit 
Ot conſort with their fveet-run'd warbling Lute: 

They 


 — EE e_ Cr nm << o—__ a <_—— 


The "Battell of Lutzen, 33 


— — 


— 


They are too loftic tor a Womans voice, 
And drown all ſweerneſle with a ratling noiſe. 
Some hollow-ſounding Drumme,or Trumpet ſhrill, 
Or thundring Cazzops, that the care do fill 
Wirh frighttull ſounds,fit Inſtruments would be 
To Echo forth my lines melodiouſly. 
The ſmaller ſhot ſhall ſerve for repetition, 
While clatt'ring ſwords ſhall repreſent diviſion: 
And the more Diſcords that my verſes ſhow, 
The better Harmonie from thence will flow. 

Then cheerfully my loftie Muſe proceed: 
There will be ſome that will thy verſes reade; 
Such gen'rous ſpirits, in whoſe manly breaſts 
An ardent love of Fame and Honour reſts; 
Who ſtill retain ſome ſparks of that defire, 
Which did their _Anceſftours brave hearts cnfire, 
When they did make Pagays and Cypriots feel 
The direfull force of thcir reſiſtlefle ſteel: 
Or when fo often, to their laſting glorie, 
They did o're-runne the Ga/ick Territorie; 
Or when the Worlds Diſtuyber they did rame, 
Who Europes Monarchie alone doth claim: 
Such men as theſe will farre above thy merit 
Approve thy lines,applaud thy loftie ſpirit, 
Thar thus haſt choſen with induſtrious brains 
To ſhew thy vigour in Heroick ſtrains; 
And not in ſ{ofr-run'd Ditrties, or ſuch layes 
As Ladies onely and their ſervants praile, 

L Tie 
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The Sunze had finiſht now his annuall Race, 
Since Farall Zyp/ich with a mournfull face 
Beheld GUSTAY US, and his warlike Force 
Her fertile plains die with a bloudie ſourlſe; 


Which ſcarce as yet fully exhauſt appcares, 


And ſcarce had Lypfich wip'd away her tears, 
When lo, not farre, upon a neighb' ring plain 
Bellona ſounds her dreadfull trump again: 
And Latzes is appointed for the ſtage, 
Where Mars intends to act a ſecond Rage; 
Lntzep, that Fatall Town, whoſe very ſound 
I teel my gricf-diſturbed heart to wound. 


' There Great GVSTAFUS, ſo renown'd,became 


(Direalteration!) onely now a Name; | 
Once of ſuch power, that his conqu'ring hanJs 
Could tame ſtout Nations, and ſubdue their Bands. 
CESAR limielt would bluth,and never dare 
His Conqueſts with GVSTAY US to compare. 
For had he liv'd to fee what skilfull hands 

And valiant hearts arc in the Germane Lands, 
Who go not naked now,bur clad in ſtce], 

And will not ealily be made to rect; 

Sure he had ſtartled, and his conqu'ring courſe 
Had been prevented by a ſtronger force. 

Let not black Exvie then preſume or dare 


GUSTAYVUS worthie glorie to cmpair, 


Wiz conqu'red had in ſuch a narrow time 
So inany Lands,in ſuch a warlike Clime, 
= Ler 
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Let the Proud Spaniard to his laſting thame 
His many Conquelſts of the Indians name: 
And let him boaſt, how many M{ons roo 
Of unreſiſting People there he ſlew; 
While a few Belgian Merchants in deſpighr 
. Ofall hjs Pride, Ambition, Pow'r, and Might, 
Will not be tamed, nor be made to yeeld, 
Bur ſtill affront his CArmes in the field; 
Having no Kingdome, but a narrow State; 
Yet his /mperiall Greatneſle Check and Mate. 
What Honour then belongs to Swerthlands King, 
Who to ſubjetion could ſuch Nations bring, 
That had been ſo inured unto Warres, 
Andever exercis'd in bloudie Jarres! 
_ Had Mars himſelf, attended with a Band 

Of dreadfull Faries, entred in their Land; 
They would have met him with a fearleſſe heart, 
Nor ſhould his Name or Pow'r have made them ſtart. 

But whither takes my roving Muſe her flight? 

I muſt not here a Paxegyrick write, | 
Nor ſpend my ſelf in ſuch admiring laies, 
As ſound nought cle but Great Gusr avus praiſe, 
A Battell is my ſcope, ſo dire, ſo fierce, 
That my ſad Muſe doth tremble to rehearle; 
And ſeeks an hundred lights, a while to ſtay 
The black recitall of this bloudie day: 
Like to ſome tim'rous Hart, that from the cric 


Of Hounds and Hynt{men haſtily doth flic: 
E-2 Now 
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INow here,now there he turns; then back again 
Breaks through the wo0ds, (cuds o're the ſparious plain, 
And trics a chouſand thifts, erc at the laſt” 
Himlclf on hazard of a fight he't caſt, 

Thus my flow 2c digrellions doth premiſe, 
And large preambles (as you {cc) devite; 
I Onely to ſtay a while, cre the recite 

= -- The fad narration of black Zutzers fight. 

Swethlands Heroick King his Marciall train 

Neare Naumburg Citie ſpreads upon a plain: 
Of fighting yer no hopes there did appeare: 
His purpoſe onely was ro march moreneare, 
And joyn his Forces with the Saxos Bands; 
That fo the {urer with united hands 
$ They might to all their foes attempts replie, 

( And not be forc'd coy Fortunes grace to tric. 

; Tis found too decr a bargain in theſe dayCs, 

: By valour oncly tor to purchaſe praiſe. 
He's valiant now. that winnes the Victorie, 
Be it by Number, Slight, or Subtelric, 

By Stratagem, by Cunning , or by Skill, 

y Courage, Furic ,or by what you will, 
And ſure *is vain for an Heroick Breaſt, 
That will not but on equall terms conreſt; 
That fcorns advantages to ſeck, or take, 
But would that Ya/oar ſhould him Y:cZour make; 
While that his ſubcil foe doth ſliely watch 
Al! proff red opportunities to catch, 


And 
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And thinks ir no diſgracefull cowardize, 
To ;vound- or kill him as he fleeping lies. 
Might Falonr of it felt alone ſuffice 

To winne the day in cv'ry enterpriſe, 

. The noblc Swethes with Great GUSTAY US Name 
Would like the Macedons the whole world tame. 
Think it no wonder, that their Mightie K:ze, 
Whoſe preſence onely oft did conqueſts bring, 
Should notwithſtanding, like to one afraid, 
ExpcR, and with,and ſeek for turther aid. 

It was not fear, but Martiall Policie, 
That made him thus to others help complic. 
Had he bcenever thus,and ne're tranſcended, 
This remp'rate Vertue had him ſafe defended: 
He might have liv'd and flouriſhs to this houre, 
And ſtill ſhould Rome have tcared Swethlands Power. 
Bur *'tis a wonder that he could ſo rule 
His burning Sp'rit, and it fo often cool 
By mod'rate counſcll, checking Policie. 

Admire who will that he fo ſoon did die: 

My forrow-ſtrucken Muſe admireth more 

| | That he ſo venr'rous was not {lain before. 


As noiv he marches with his valiant Bands, 
Some ſtragling Pris'ners fell into his hands, 
Who did aſcertain him, that not one Foe 
Did of their march and neare approaching know: 
Not farre off Wall nſtein with th' Imperiall Hoſt, 


Securely lay enquartied in th1at coaſt, 
E 3 Not 
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Not once ſuppoſing that his Enemie 

Was in the field, or now had march ſo nigh. 
When Swethlands King heard this intelligence, 
Rapt with exceeding joy, his firſt pretence 
He changes, now reſolves without moreaid 
His foes thus unexpecting to invade: 

Then to his Captains ſhews his new intent, 
Who to his high defigne gave ſoon conſenr, 
Onely Xnipphanſen a ſtout Colonel, 

And long experienc'd, lik'd it not ſo well: 
And ſure he did his judgement ſtrialy joyn 
Unto the rules of modern diſcipline. 

The courſe of Warvre is like a game at Dice; 
Where Skill with doubtfull Fortane mixed lies. 
It is the ſcope of cunning Management, 
Fortunes deceitfull hazards to prevent; 

And ne're to her blinde Favour once to ſtand, 
But when compelling accidents command. 
They that renouncing skill commit their game 
To unknown Chance, deſerve to loſe the ſame. 
This fickle Goddeſſe, that the world ſo fears 
With doubtfull hazards,ne're more blinde appeares, 
Then when in Warlike actions and in fight 
She doth cxpreſle her over-ruling Might. 
Skill joynd with Yalonr, and a Pow rfull Hoſt 
Cn but the conqueſt promile at the moſt. 
The 1:&orre is never ſure till wonne; 
And none can triumph till the tight be done, 
The 
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The wiſcſt Captains in theſe modern dayes 
Do ſeck to winnt the conquelt by delaies. 

'Tis no diſgracefull Cowardize to ſtand 
(Though uncompell'd) on the defenſive hand. 
Itis the ſureit courſe and ſafeſt held, 

To ſhunne a Battel, but to keep the field, 
They that can beſt prevent their furious foes, 
Shall winne the Coqueſt without ſtroke or blowes, 
My noble Prince, this 1s my free advice: 

But if yout Royall will ſhall enterpriſe 

Some more ſublime deſigne, my heart and hand 
Shall readily obey your juſt command; 

And I would ruſhalone through midſt of Focs, 
Though that a thouſand deaths ſhould counterpole. 
Thus grave Knipphanſen ſpake with ſtayed look, 
And minde unmoved. Burt the fierie Duke, 
Bernard of Saxon Weimar, wha could ne're 

Endure the ſhadow of a ſeeming fear; 

Whoſe burning courage could not brook delayes, 
His reſolution in ſuch words diſplayes; 

Now is the wiſhed time, th' expected houre 
Yeelded tous by Heav'ns diſpoſing Power, 

That we may now our former-vanquiſht toe 
Extirpate quite with his laſt overthrow. 

Their hearts are quail'd alreadie; and ſhall we 
Want hearts to mect them whodelire to flee? 
Shall we,that have ſo many Conqueſts wonne, 

So many Larxds and Provinces 0 re-runne, 


_ Begin 
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Begin to faint, and ſhew we are afrai 
And dare not theſe half-ſtagg'ring foes vade? 
Oh ſhame to think! Could we do more then thus, 
It they had vanquithr and quite conquer'd us? 
Shall we be ſo ingratcful{ unto Heaven, 
Whounto us ſuch victories hath given, 
To make us fearleſle in 1o juſt a caule, 
And to proceed without demurre or pauſes 
Shall we negle& ſo fair and fit occaſion 
T'atlail qur tocs with undeſcri'd invaſion? 
Long, long we may expect, cre oncc again 
The Heav'nly Fates ſuch favour will us deigne: 
And bc afſur'd, that if we do retrcar, 
We quite ſhall damp our ſouldiers vig'rous hear, 
And make ourEnemics become more bold, 
When they ſhall once our tim'rous march behold. 
Thcic words,like oyl pour'd on the greedic fire, 
Made Great GUST AF US burn with fiercer ire. 
He gives command, that with the {wifteſt ſpeed 
His Royall 4rzze forward ſhould procced. 
The hollow-founding drumme and trumpet ſhrill 
Tic Souldicrs eares with cheerfull clamours fill; 
While with the aire the waving colours play, 
And by their motion point them out the way. 
Forward they troup ro Lutzens bloudic ſail, 
And with glad thoughts and hopes the time beguile. 
Ott did rhe (trictneſſe of th* encloting way 
Their hattic ſpeed and expedition ſtay: 
Egg'd 
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Ez2g'd on withW@Opes of vicorie and ſpoil, 
They did refuſe no ſweating pains and toil. 
Had you bur ſeen thoſe valiant Bands advance 
_ With nimble feet, with cheertull countenance, 

And doubled pacc, you would have rather gueſs'd 
That they were haſting to ſome welcome feaſt, 
Then matching to their grave, which was th' event 
Of many thouſands that then gladly went. 

Bur notwithſtanding all the haſte they made, 

So many lets and obſtacles delaid 

Their num'rous Bands,that now the ſetting Sunne 
Swiftcr then they his uſuall race had runne, 

And did begin to drown his ſhining beams 
Within the Oceans vaſt incircling ſtreams. 

Some troups of horſe that neareſt lay,began 
Tocskirmiſh with the Swethes approaching Y ane, 
Who with much loile of time had lately paſt 
A narrow bridge, which ſtopt them in their haſte. 
Theſe light-arm'd Crabats firſt of all did feel 
The deadly force of their victorious ſteel. 

From them an Enſigne too they did ſurpriſe 
Depainted with an ominous device; 
With happy Fortune, and Joves princely Fowl, 
Whoſe Name did once the ſpatious world controll. 
But the Finlandian Duke {o (mall a prize 
Bceheld with fad and diſcontented eyes, 
Griev'd that ſo ſoon the All-endark'ning night 
Did ſtay their hands,and hide thcir foes from fight. 
F Once 


es 
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Mm , | Once the Dayes Charioter his circlipace 
- [i | Vouchſaf'd to ſtop in middle of his race; 
4 While Judahs Champion with unſparing hands | 
 / Hew'd down the Ezhnicks Heav'n-accurſed Bands: | 
1s But the bleſt name of Chri/tzans hath a farce 
$ | To winne from heav'n an undeſerv'd remorſe; 
And that they may ſo great a flaughter ſhunne, 
Sol his diurnall Race will ſwifter runne. 

Now dath th' /mperiall Grand Commander heare 
Frequent Alarms reſoundcd in his care: 
Poſt atter Po#t are (ent to certific 
Of their lo neare-approaching Enemte. | 
Here three at once quite ſpent and out of breath, : 
Yer told their mindes by looks as pale as Death. 
Th' amazed Dake ſtartled when he did heare 
That the bold Swethes had gotten now fo neare: 
Then frets with anger, when he calls ro minde 
How all his BTK, 2 ſcatt'redand disjoyn'd. 
'Twas now no time to fleep, though the moiſt Night 
The tired ſenſes did to reſt invite. 
He recollects his ſpirits, and his eyes 
Up to the Heav'ns he elevateth thrice: 
Ar laſt ſpake thus; Thos Pow'rs Omnipotent , 
Great God of H oſts, that aoft onur Foes prevent; 
7 hou All-foreſeejng Sentinel, whoſe eye RR OP 
Through thickeſt clonds our Enemies doth ſþic: | 
Perpetuall Glorie and divineſt Fame _ 


Be rendred to thy ever.honowr'd Name, | 
That 
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That thus haſt ſent iy meſſenger of Night 

7 0 ſtay theſe cruell Hereticks from fight, 

That 'gainſt all Pietie and bumane Lawes 

Would trample andex feet thy Cath'lick cauſe, 
This ſaid, he haſtens nnto conſultation 

For beſt directions, and for preparation: 

He ſends abroad his letters, and commands 

For quick aſſembling of his ſcatt'red Baxds:. . 

Now thinks he on the fitteſt place t'advance _ 

His greater Shot and fierie Ordinance. 

Some Mounts were rais'd alreadie to his hand, 

Where ſome of Ceres airic Exgines ſtand; 

But now rough Mars doth ſhoulder for-the place, 

And on the ſame his warlike Engines trace. 

The Pioners had with laborious ſpade 

Abour theſe Bat# ries ſtrong Entrenchments made, 

To guard them from their foes, who otherwiſe 

Might with fome headlong onſet them ſurpriſe. 
Meanwhile did Swethlands grieved King command 

His Royall Arwie on the placeto ſtand. 

Here for @ ſpace their Martiall Rage and Spizht 

Lay buredanthe drowſy arms of Nieht, 

It was not yet the wiſhed time, which they 

Reſolv'd ro make a black and bloudie day. 

In fair Battalis Jay thele warlike Bayds, , 

With wearied limbes ſtretchr on the frigid ſands; 

Their Muſquets neare them, readie to be found 


At firſtalarm:upon the champian ground 
F 2 Their 
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Their Spears moſt orderly erected ſtood, 

Like to ſome {quare and even-planted wood. 
Here one his Helmet caſteth from his head, 
And for a pillow underneath doth ſpread: 
Another there upon a rugged ſtone 

His drowſite head moſt willingly hath thrown. 
Now did the dampiſh Earth their Spirits cool, 
Who ſcarce of late their burning heat could rule, 
Here on his back a tired Soxldtey lies, 

And doth behold the ſtarres with ſtedfaſt eyes; 
As if in them he ſearched to deſcrie 


What was appointed for his Deſtine; 
And cv ry ſtarre,that twinkling deth appeare, 


- He thinks doth tremble with preſaging tear: 


T hen turns aſide, and folds acroſle his arms, 
And ſeeks to drown theſe thoughts with fleepic charms. 
Here did a Souldier with amazed heart 
And tronbled thoughts,like one affrighted,ſtart: 
His dreaming _ made him to ſuppoſe 
T hat he was round encompaſſed with foes; 
And too too plainly (as he thought) he view'd 
How they in ſunder had their ſquadrons hew'd: 
He ſnatcht his readie Weapon,and begun 
To look how he their feared rage might ſhunne: 
As round he caſts his terrour-ſtricken eyes, 
Nothing bur cauſe of horrour he deſcries: 
He ſees his Fellows on the ground are ſpread 
No otherwiſe then wounded men and dead: 
He 
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He had no heart nor power to flie; but ſtayes | 

Till time and ſpace diminiſht his amaze. 

Many brave Chreftains on the earth did lie, 

Having no other Cov'ring but the Skie, 

No calier Pillow then the rugged Ground, 

No ſofter Mantle then their Arms they found: 

They ſtretch their limbes,as if they ſought what room 

And ſpace would ſerve them for a future tombe. 
Renown'd GUST AF'UVS, whom delicious caſc 

And Courtly ſoftneſſe never once could pleaſe, 

In middle of his armed bands did reſt; 

Whole troubled thoughts a thouſand cares moleſt: 

His Royall heart with ſadneſle almoſt ſinks, 

As oft as on his weightie charge he thinks: 

A World of lives now hazarded did lie 

Upon the fingle fortune of his De. 

Remembring this, his over-burd'ned Soul 

Innum'rous Fears and doubtfull choughts doth roll: 

Itby no humanetongue can be expreſt, 

How many cares his noble heart diſtreſt, 

Who for ſo many thouſands did\etdure 

_ All that ſuch troubled motions could procure: 

The burning agitations of his breaſt 

Depriv'd his ſp'rits of their defired reſt; 

And thoſe moiſt vapours,which the brain did ſend 

To cauſe refreſhing fleep,thcir heat did ſpend. + 

Sodoth Sols ſcorching beams,which are reflected 


Upon the land where Memphs is erected, 
F 3 Where 
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Where Nils fertilifing ſtream doth flow, + 
Where their high tops the Pyramids do ſhow: 
Thoſe liquid vapours, which the Earth in rain 
Expcts to be returned down agatn, 
Are by the Sunnes{0:pow'rtull hear made rate; 
And then do vaniſh into ſubril aire. 

| Now the ſoft-gliding S2arres were {een t'have rnnne 
Half round the Earth, when Swerhlands Prince begun. 
With eyes erected to the'Heav'as,t'invoke *; 
Th' All-pow'*rfll God of warre:and thus he ſpoke; | 
Dreadfull Jchovah, who didjt firſt rwſpire 
Into my heart thu vie rout beatand fire, | + gt 
And did(t inflante me with « Rage divine, .. [eo ft iy 
That I might tame theſe enexsies of thine, 3 
And free thoſe Chriſtians, who with grones and cries 
Have pierc'd ſo often the all-cou'ring 5k1es - 
Be pleaſed now this Enterprile to bleſſe, 
And or Deſignes ts crown with good Fee. MN 
Thou know' ſt 0 Lord) I nerther +rhu for Fame, 
Nor yet or Earth to wine 4 Glorious Name: 

*T was not the ſcope f thoſe n ” y painful torks,;. 

Thus to cnrich wy ſelf with vi ot Spoilsr 
Nor do 1 thus with Warres thefe Lands #'rewhelm,, 
That I might ſtretch the limits of my Real: 
But 'twas the tnſtint$} of thy Pow'r abave, . 
That to this high Defighe\my heart did move. 
If any other finiſter intent” 
Brin my heart, let not m__ ard be lent: 
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No further do we pray for Victories, 
Then in thy Name we ozely enterpriſe, 

The ſable Nzg4t being vaniſht,a black.Day 
Begins his fatall luſtre.to diſplay: : :: 
Burt Phebxs,who foreſaw what dire mi 


Was drawing on, his mournfull face did wrap 


Within a muffled vail, a foggie milt, | 2, 
Which did thepiercing ot-his beams refift;' | 
And thus he ſeemed to extend rhe night 


| Bythis obſcuring of his cheerfull light. 


But notwithſtanding ſuch a ſad prelage,” 
Did both theſe Armies boil with.-longing r 
To meet each other,and to trie whole ſteel 
Should ſooneſt make their oppoſites to reel: 
Rang'd in Battalia, both the Armies ſtood, 
Reſolv'd ere long to march in ſtreams of bloud. 
Th' Imperial Yiceroy did preſent a fair 
And ſpatious Front rankt with exacteſt care: 
Toſuchadiſtance both their Wings did ſtretch, _ 
As ſixtcen-furlongs full their breadthcould reach, i 


The Right Wing Coloredo did command, ' 


Under whoſe Baxzey ord'red now they ſtand, 
Readie prepared attheir Captains Breath 
Boldly to'meet inevitable Death. 
The Duke of Friedland did his colours ſpread 
In the Maiz Battel,which by him was led. 
Count Henrick Holck Felt Marſhall for thatiday 
In the Left Wing his Benner did diſplay. 

Here 
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Here divers Nations had from Countreys farre 
Been ſent to trie the Fortune of the Warre. . 
There might you ſeethe Aesſtrizn, whoſe Nawe 
Is branded with an execrated # ame, | 
For that their Prizces in ambitious rage 
Did with theſe warres the Germare Lands engages 
And toearich themſelves with others ſpoil, 
So many States with diſcords did embroul: . 
The cold Hungarian, whole bord ring lands 
Arc ever harried with Twrk:/h Bands, 
Who his beſt C:tzes. have alreadie wonne,,. 
And half his Territorits overrunne; w 
Though he could ſcarce be fpar'd, yet here he came, 
f In this fierce fightto winne perpetuall Fame: 
| The bold Bohemian, whole fruitfull foil —__ 

Had been the'ftage of bloudic Mars erewhile, }.. 
Who had them taught to think 'moft dang'rous fights 

; Bur warlike ſports and tragick-pleaftng fights. | 
Next unto theſe was ſeen the Palatine, 
Whole ſpoiled Countrey borders on the-Rhzne; 
Who, as he flowing by,therrrumes views, ? 
Wirth tears and cryſtall drops his banks bedews, 
And gricves to think his waves could not o'rewhelm: 
And quench the fires of that deplored Realm. - - 
The ſtout Bavarian doth likewiſe claim | i 
Within rhis catalogue a noted Names 

"Him did Revenge hre with a Martiall ſpight 

Gladly to tric the hazard of a Fight. 
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The ſunne-burnt Spaniards too were preſent there; 
And if proud looks their Enemies could fear, 
Sure,though but few they were, yet they alone 
A greater Armie would have overthrown. 
Th' 1talian, now renowned more by farre 
For am'rous Courtſhip, then for skill in Warre, 
Yet hither came,reſolved for-to die, 
Or to defend Romes hated Monarchie, 

And now,my Muſe,repeat each great Commander, 
That did attend Sweders Imperiall Standard: 
For ſure it is not fit their Names ſhould die, 
Or yet m dark oblivion buried lie. 
Duke Bernard, the ſole Glorie of the day, 
The Left Wing did for their prime Guide obey. 
The X:ng himſelf did the Right Wing command, 
And at the Head of Steinbocks Troups did ſtand. 
The Battel{ was conducted by Grave Neet, 
A valiant Swethe, and clad in ſhining ſteel. 
Betwixt them and the Reay a compleat Band 
Of Muſquettiers did Hinderſon command, 
A hardie and experienc'd Scot, whom Fame 
Hath in theſe warres eternis'd with a Namc. 
The Battell of the Rear Knipphauſen led, 
A Noble Souldier, and a skilfull Head; 
To whoſe fair conduct did their Enemies owe 
The greateſt part of their ſad overthrow. 
The Rizht Wing Bulach led, a Colonel! 
Of no ſmall Spirit, as his foes can tell. 
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Erneſt of Anhalt did the Left Wing guide, 
A man in Warres well exercis'd and tri'd. 
Behinde their backs, and in the utmolt Rear, 
A Regiment of Horſe reſerved were, 
Whichare by 0eme conducted,wioſeſtour heart 
Not any dangers could have made to ſtart. 

Now had GUSTAV7 US ſpeech his ſouldiers fir'd, 
And duuble vigour into them in{pir'd: 
Make me (ſayes he) your Pattern; it you {ce 
Thar once I ſhrink, I give yau leave to flee. 
This having ſpoken, without further paue, 
With ſpeedie hand his ſhining blade he drawes: 
Thcn waving't o're his head, he dothadvance 
Toward his Foes with fearleſls countenance. 

And now thcir throats thoſe fierie Exgines ſtretch, 
Whoſe ſound and furie ſuch a diſtance reach, 
And ere one can bchold or ſee his Foc, 

— Doth wound him deadly with a farre-ſent blow. 
/ In e#tn's {ulph'rie cell inclos'd doth he 

(If we will credit grave 4utiqwitic) 
A Monſtrous Giazt,who is prifon'd there, 
For that to fig ht 'gainſt Heav'n he did nor fear: 
As oftcnas he turns his fides for reom, , 
He fills 7r:natria with a pitchic fume, 
Diſgorging from his helliſh jawes ſuch ſmoke 
And duskic flames,as the purc aire do choak. 
Ev'n thus black Zutze#z for atime did ſhroud 


T Her mournfull face withina pitchie cloud, 
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Proceeding from the Cannons hierie breath, 
That ne'r ſpeaks lefle then flaughtring, wounds & death. 
No fight doth now appeare, bur the brightblaze 
Which the inflamed {ulph'ric duſt doth raiſe. 
Here many Noble Spirits, who did ſcorn 
To ſhrink for dangers, were in ſunder torn 
By thoſe refiſtletſe Balls, whoſe furious Courſe 
Cannot be ſtopt by any humane force. 

Oh how my M#ſe deplores the Fates of thoſe, 
Who nothing wiſht bur to behold their foes; 
That ſo their Valour,when they once had tri'd, 
Might by their Enemies be teſtifi'd! 
Some murd'ring ſhot their noble thoughts prevents, 
And furiouſly their corps in ſunder rents; 
And, which their manly hearts could not endure, 
Kills them within a cloud of ſmoke obſcure. 

The angrie Steeds, offended at the noiſe 
That thundred from the Cannons iron jawes, 
Do fling and ſpurn; and ſcarce the curbing rein 
Can their proud ſp'rits inany rank contain: 
They fain would ruſh through midſt of ſmoke and fire, 
As if their breaſts did burn with greater Ire. 
The ſlaughtred heaps that round about them lie, 
Cannot at all rheir Courage terrific: 
The brazen Trumpet Echoes in their cares, 
Whoſe pleaſing ſound doth tright away all tearcs. 

What Muſe 1s 2blc to rehearſe or tell 
What dircfull flaughters in this fight betell; | 
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When humane Bodies onely do oppolc 

Againſt the Cannons caltle-rending blowes, 

W hoſe Furie would make hardeit rocks to ſhiver, 
Whole vcry ſound doth make the carthto quiver, 
Whole helliſh breath is able ro command 
Moſt firm-cemented ſtones to fly like ſand? 
Squadrons of men were too weak walls to ſtay 
Such dreadfull force,as would have found a way 
Through Rocks of hardeſtiron,and would make 
A ſpatious Tower with 1ts blaſt to ſhake. 

No wonder then to fee the field ſo ſpread 
With (catt'red limbes,and bodics ſtrucken dead; 
When as the Cannon and the Culvering 
Thcir flaming furie round about do fling. 

A murd'ring Czrts here a rank doth ſpoil, 

And there another ſweeps away a file: 

A brace of Demi-cannons here doth play, 

Which through a ſquadron make a rugged way. 

So bluſtring Boreas, when his rage he doubles, 

And Seaand Land with furious motion troubles, 
From ſturdieſt Oaks their rended branches throwes, 
And all the field with thele his ruines ſtrowes, 
The unaffrighted Swerhes marcht forward ſtill, 
And up again thoſe breaches quickly fill. 

Valiant GVSTAFYUS with an angrie eye 
Secs how his toes their greater ſhot did ply 
Wirh too too much advantage: for he found 
Their Picces mounted on the higher ground; 
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And on firm platforms the Imperialiſ? 
His Ordinaxce could traverſe as he liſt, 
While that the Swed;/h more uncertainly 
Did in their morion at their Foes let flie. - 
The Swethes had left them now no other way 
To hinder this their ſo unequall play, _ 
But on their Canons mouthes to march,and ſo ng 
To ſtop their throats,and make rhem overthrow 
Their own defenders. For theſe Engines are 
Of ſuch a helliſh remper, that they care 
Neither for friend nor toe; but both alike 
With equall {laughter will their furie ſtrike. 
In ancient fights, when as they us'd t' advance 
In their firſt front a ſquare of Elephants, 
Who whereſoc're their unreſiſted force 
They chanc'd to bend,they made an headlong courſe, , 
And with their maſhe Bodies over-laid 
All that their furie would have checkt or ſtaid: 
Sometime on their own Squadrons they would turn, 
And under feet their chiefeſt friends would ſpurn 
With ſuch a vengefull Rage, as if that thoſe 
They had miſtaken for their deadlieſt foes. 
Thus in theſe modern Warres it oft doth chance, 
That the loud-roaring Shot and Ordinance + 
Being once reverſt upon their friends will thunder, 
And without mercie tear t.:Cir ranks in ſunder. 
Couraze, my Hearts, cries Swethlands noble King; 


And then his troups through ſhow'rs of lead doth bring 
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Juſt in the Cannons face, who roar'd and ſpake 

So loud,thar all the neighb'ring Hills did quake. 

Bur in thcir way a traverſe ditch was made, 

From whence with frequent ſhot their Enemies plaid 

Full in their teeth, This trench them ſafe did hide, 

And made them all the Swed:ſh ſhot deride; 

Till the provoked Swethes came ſtorming on, 

And made them wiſh them further off and gone. 
Ar that ſame time the Crabats had a minde 

To fall upon their carriages bettinde, 

To ſciſc upon their Arms and Ammunition, 

And to blow up their Powder and Proviſion, 

Bulach obſerves them with a watchtull eye; 

He charg'd them home,and made them quickly flic. 

Theſe light-arm'd Crabats never uſe to ſtand 

For any ſpace,and fight it hand to hand; 

But if at firit encounter they have miſt, 

They then reſolve no longer to reſiſt; 

Bur turning faces do retire amain, 

Waiting till Fortwne ſhall be pleas'd again 

Some fitter opportunitic to ſend, 

And then th' are rcadie for to reoffend, 

Thus the wilde Hawh, whom never humane art 

Hach yer inſtrufted with a conſtant heart, 

\Wich thorrand ſudden flights purſues her prey, 

And will not long. in ſuch an action ſtay: 

It chat the cannot winne them with a ſnatch, 


For ſome more ft occatton {he will watch. 
But 
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Bur while that Bulach did return his Horſe 

To their firſt ſtation with a wheeling courle, 

They break their order,and had now begun 

Not in fair Squadrons, but in heaps to ruane. 

Surcly it is no calie thing ro force 

So many Regiments of head-ſtrong Horſe 

To keep a full proportion in their ſpeed, 

And not beyond their,ord'red bounds proceed. - 

But then the Heav'zs,unwilling to permit 

Thcir Foes ſhould {pic a ſeaſon too too fit 

To reaſlail them, at the inſtant ſpace —< 

Did with a vap'rie miſt ſurround the place, 

And hides them,rill thcir confus'd coraects are 

Ralli'd again, and made compleat and ſquare. 

Thus Yexx once her warlike Sozne did ſhroud 

Within the circle of an hollow cloud; 

W hich armour,though but weak it was,prevents 

The blowes of Fortuxe,and all tcar'd events. 

Now bold GUSTAY US and th' Imperiall Horſe 

Had mer each other with an headlong courſe. 

A Regiment they were of Cuiriaſsiers, 

Whoſe compleat Armour freed them from all fears. 

But thou GVST AF US, in whole haughtie breaſt 

Not any ſpark of fear could ever reſt, 

Thy offred Armour didſtrefuſe,and choſe 

Thy Royall Bedze naked to expole 

Againſt a ſtorm of lead, which oft doth palle 

Through hardeſt fteel,through iron, & through braſle, 
; 'Tis 
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'Tis not a valiant Heart, and Coat of Buffe, 

That in theſe warres is Armoar proof enough. 

Rare Jewels do deſerve a coſtly Caſe, 

And to be lodg'd within the ſafeſt place: 
» Bur Thoaz the rareſt Jewell of this Age, | 
O re-{way'd I know not by what Marrtiall Rage, 
Would'ſt notat all thy Princely limbes incloſe 
In any Arms,or Steel repulling blowes. 
Was it becauſe thy too too narrow Fate 
The. Caſs:opeiar (tarre did antedate, 

jous rayes were ſeen but for a time 

To be difplaid over thy warlike clime? 
Or was it,as w' have all conjeRur'd ſince, 
Our great nnworthinefle of ſucha Prince, 
That thus hath ſhort'ned thy victorious dayes, 
Which hath all Ezrope ſtagg'red with amazc? 
It ardent wiſhes might have proved charms, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have had impenetrable arms, 
Of ſuch well-remp'red Sreel, and of ſuch might, 
As ſhoulda Culvering deride and flight; 
As ſhould have made a Cannons Maſlic Ball 
Wirhout tranſpicrcing back again to fall; 
Of firmer Metall, then that ſolid Plate 
Which Yu!cans Cyclops once did fabricate 
For Venus Sonne, when he the Latian ſoil 
With farre-ſent warres and ſlaughters did embroil; 
Of better temper, and compacted more 
Then that ſame Armour which Demetrius wore, 
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Which the Greek Artiſt did ſo firm contrive, 
That without frature it could backward drive 
A maſhe arrow from an Eng:ne ſhot, 
And never ſhrink, nor give, nor yeeld a jor. 
But theſc our wiſhes of no vertue were: 
They with our breath are vaniſhr into aire. 
For ſee! Renown'd GUST AF US murdred lies. 
Here with full tears my Muſe doth cloſe her eyes, 
Not willing longer to behold the light; 
Burt fain with him would vaniſh our of fight. 
He that could never conqu'red be,is flain; 
And He that ne're would yeeld,is pris'ner ta'ne. 
He, upon whom the hopes of thouſands ſtood, 
Is ſunk, and now lies weltring in his bloud. 
The <Armies life is ſtricken with pale death: 
Like-dying men they ſtruggle (ſee!) for breath. 
He,trom whoſe hand was ſent that curſed lead, 
That with GUSTAYUS ſtruck ſo many dead, 
Liv'd not to triumph, no nor ſcarce to view 
What he had done: a Storm of Bullets flew 
Like lightning at him, and his wretched Soul 
An hundred wayes did from his Bod{e roll, 
But ſoon as e're th* Imperialiſt had found 
That Great GUST AFUS had his mortall wound, 
With doubled Furie and Couragiouſneſle 
Th' amazed Swethes they did both charge and prealle, 
Who now began to ſhrink and backward ſtarr. 
Oh! can you blame them, when th' had loſt their Heart; 
H Him, 
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Him, whom his Foes ſtill fear'd,though he were ſlain, 
And thought it Yalour for to wound again | 
That Royall Corps,whoſe very Breath and Name 
So many cArmzies heretofore could tame? 
Juſt ar this time a duskie Miſt cid fall: 
Thc Heav'ps lamented his ſad Funeral, 
And ſo amaz'd his Foes, that they forget 
To bcar away his Bodze - For as yet 
Among a heap of ſlaughtred Corps it lies; 
A ructull Cott toamatel eyes, 
To ſce him lajd ſo low, that was of late 
Thc glorious Head of ſuch a mightie State, 
Burt by this time the Swethes had recolleed 
Their Sp'rits, and now again their hearts erected. . 
Stollhanſhe, caraged with a furious courſe, 
Leads ona Regiment of njmble Horſe, 
Who gave th' 1mperialiſt a charge ſo hot, 
And with ſuch frequent volleys of their thor, 
As they not able to endure, begun 


To yecld their ground, fuch turious blowes to ſhunne. . 


Then the ſad Swethes did raiſe a mournfull crie, 
When on the ground their murdred Xe they eye; 
Whoſe bloud-diſtained Corps in heavie ſort 
From furie of the Batte/{ they tranſporr, 
Meanwhile the Swed:ſh Foot did backward beat 
Thi 1mpertal:/f, and made them to retrear. 

Grave Neel, a valiant and couragious Swethe, 
That neyer car'd for wounds ,nor fear'd for death, 
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His Yellow Regiment ſo bravely led, 
That now they might have di'd their Name quite red, 
And Winkle too with his Blew Regiment 
At that ſame time ſo ſtoutly forward bent, 
That now the Wal'nſteiners did gladly chooſe 
Their ground and Cannon both at once to loſe. 
But then the Miſt to ſucha thickneſſe grew, 
That the enraged Swethes could not purſue 
This their advantage; but were then compell'd 
To ſtand and pauſe untill the miſt diſpell'd. 

At that ſame time a ſudden ſtrange affright 
On part of the mperial Troups did light, 
Thar with ſuch terrour ſtruck their courage dead, 
Thar ſtraight they turn'd their bridles,and then fled; 
Not once their eyes refleQing back, to view 
If any foes behinde them did purſue. 
Some mutt'ring tongues a fearfull rumour ſpread, 
That all their T7ozps were fully vanquiſhed. 
Some fifteen hundred Horſe were then beheld 
With ſwift Career to gallop out of field. 
Fear taught theny haſte,and made them cruell too; 
For in their headlong ſpeed their friends they flew: 
Their Bedets and their Women in the Rear 
* They trampled down,and ſome they kill'd with fear. 
There many Laates, who that day did wait 
With trembling hearts upon their Husbands Fare, 
Fling from their Coaches,then their Harnelle part; 
(What will not fear enforce a tender heart? ) 
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In Manly poſture did theſe Females ſtride 
T hcir ſturdie Beaſts, and ſo away they ride. 
Theſe fear-tormented Wights my Warlike Muſe 
Doth {corn to follow, when none clſe purſues. 
Return we to thofe Noble Hearts, who ne're 
Would ſhrink a jot,though all the world ſhould fear; 
That now in midft of fire and ſmoke did ſtrive 
Thcir Enemies before them for td drive, | 
Now Pappenheim being come, did reinforce 
Thi' Tmperiall troups with new ſupplies of Horſe: 
He added Courage to their ſtagg.ring- Bands, 
And made them charge again with willing Hands. 
He rang'd himſclf in the Simifter Wing, 
Which (as he thought) oppoſed Swerhlands King. 
Bur as his Cornets now ſtood ord'red fair, 
And he himſelf did for the Charge prepare, 
A Bullet from a Falcopet is ſenr, 
Whoſe deadly force his arm and ſhoulder rent: 
Soon it tranſcoloured his ſhining Steel 
With bloud,and made this haughtie Captain reel; 
He that the rown of Magdernbure did ſpoil, 
And levell'd all her buildings with the ſoil; . 
Whoſe Execrations,as we may preſume, | 
Did haſten on his unexpected Doom. 
But when his Captains and Commanders ſaw 
Thcir Gezerall his lateſt breath to draw, 
He's ſlain, He's ſlain, aloud they all did crie; 
Then facing it about, away they flie, 
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| Ere they had fought one ſtroke, or in the field 
The faces of their Exemies beheld. 

But thoſe 1mperials, whom his preſence ſet 
Qa a freſh charge, ſtood to it ſtiffly yer, 
And with ſuch maſſie Squadrons overlaid - 
The Swediſh Troups,that they were backward ſwaid. 
Here Coloredo, and Terſira too, - | 6H 
With Pricolomini,the fight renew 
With no ſnfall Furie, and with many hands 
Which light upon Grave Neels and Winckles Bands. 
The firſt of theſe above the knee being hurt, - 
His Souldiers from the Battell did tranſport, 
Though after this he did not long ſurvive. 
And thou brave Winckle wert fetcht off alive 
Wich double wounds. Bur thy Yice-Colonell 
Was ſtricken down, and did not ſcape ſo well. 

Though thus th' mperialiſt victorioully 
Did for a while the Swediſh Squadrons plie, 
And now his Cannes had reſum'd again, 
Which erſt he loſt; yerfor it was he fain 
T' exchange ſo many of his braveſt men, 
The flow'r of all his /»fantrie, and then 
So ſoon their deer-bought bargain to give over, 
Which the bold Swethes quickly from them recover. 
There did old Bruner on th' Imperiall part, 
A skilfull Captarn, loſe both lite and heart. | 
The young Count Wall'nſtein by ſome unknown hand 


Was likewiſe there ſhot dead upon the ſand. 
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There Fulda's Abbot did, whoſe ſacred head 
'Was pierced by the rude and impious lead, 
— That never todiftinguith yer-would learn, 
© Nor be conjur'd a Mitre to diſcern 
From a ſteel Helmet, but impartially 
Ar all alike his unſtaid torce doth flie. 
Here had the fierceſt of the Batre been, 
Here likewiſe was the greateſt {laughter ſeen. 
The ſturdie Swethes had learn'd to fight and de; 
Bur never yet had learn'd to ſhrink or flie: 
The ground, which erſt their warlike hands defended, 
- 2 cover with their Bodres now extended. 
cath well might winne fram them their lives; bur loc, 
Their ground he cannot force.them to forgo. | 
But now Kxipphauſen, who with watchfull eyc 
The ſlaughter of his FYantzuard did deſcric, 
Moſt readie is to ſtop encroaching tear: 
He ſends them up two Brigades from the Rear: 
The one Count Thurz,the other Mizzlaffe led, 
Who gladly did their waving Colours ſpread, 
And marching forward with a ſpeedie pace, 
Their now triumphing Enemres do face. 
Having within a reaching diſtance got, 
They did falute them with their thundring ſhot, 
Which withour ceaſing they ſo roundly pli'd, 
That now th' Imperials hearts were terrifi'd: 
Being lo lately tired, they could not 
For any ſpace endure a Charze lo hot, 
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What could be doneby: Vaſour or by Skill, 
Was there perform'd; they itand it our,untill - 

| The eager Swethes by force and weightineſle 
Expcll'd them from the place they did poſſeſle. 
Once more th' Imperiall Caynonthey had wonne; 
And turning them, to thunder now 

Azainſt the Wall'»/teiners. At that fame houre, 
Berward, that noble Duke, with all his Power 
Of Horſe and Foot fiercely alſails thoſe bands 
And Regiments, where Coloredo ſtands; 
Who did as then, like fome unmoved rock, 
Reccive th' impreſſion of his mightie ſhock: 
At which the Dake did flackenhis firſt hear, 
And back again did orderly retreat. 

But herc once motethe vap'rie miſt deſcended, 
And fora while both fides from blowes defended. 
But when this cloudie curtain drawn aſide - 
Gave ſpace to both the Armesto be ey'd, 
Wall'nſtein did two of his chief Captains fend 
To ſce what-now'the' Swerhlanders intend. 

Art that time Bernard and Knipphauſen joyn'd, 
And both togerher had their Troups combin'd: 
Their ſhatt'red Regiments they did repair 

With freſh ſupplics,and made them ſtraight & ſquare. 
Theſe Scouts return'd,and to their Duke relate 

How that the Swed:tſh meant to iterate 

The fight atrcth,and did in Battell ray 

Their bloudie Enf12nes once again diſplay, 
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And orderly were marching on amain, 
Reſolving for to conquer or be ſlain. 

Duke Bernard doth eſpieth' imperial Horſe 
Retreating from them in an even courle; 
Then tweantie Cannons did he make to roar 
With ſuch a vengefull furic,that they tore 
Both Horſe and Man,defac'd both rankand file, 
And their fair Martiall order quickly ſpoil, 
Making their troups confuſedly to ſhow, 
While on the grafſe their mingled bloud doth flow; 
And which before not any colour knew, 

But the freſh green,is di'd with purple hue. 

Here the proud Szeed, who ſcorn'd & ſpurn'd the ground, 
Stretcht dead upon the ſame is quiet found: 
And there another, who did fiercely neigh, 

- And bravely did his reared creſt diſplay, 

Is with a fire-wing'd bullet ſtricken dead, 

And mangled lies without a creſt or head: 

Here was a file of Horſemen cut in ſunder 

By direfull force of this re{iſtleſle thunder, 

While th'pntoucht Horſe do ſtartand fling abour, 
And ſo the next diforderiy do rout. 

The Swediſh Cornets ſoon th' advantage ſpie, 

And with a ſudden charge upon them flic. 

Before it thundred ; nowa ſtorm of hail 

And ſmaller ſhot their ſtagg'ring troups doth quail; 
And thentheſc haughtie Cavalzers begun 


With ſwift and more diſord'red pace to runne. 
| Their 
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Their 1nfantrie no better then did fare; 
Theſe alſo by the Swerhes repulſed are, 
Who now preſt on, and pli'd their Yoleys round, 
And ſhouldred out th' 1mperials from their ground. 
As when two Currents do adverſcly roll, 
And ſeek cach others motion to controll: ( 
A while they ſeem pois'd with an equal] force, 
And both alike repell their {part ring ſourlſe; 
Till one of them afhſted with a blaſt, 
The others waves doth headlong backward caſt: 
Thus did the Swethes by force and Martiall toil 
Compellth' mperials backward to recoil. 
But thoſe that in the mud-wall'd Gardens lay, 
Farre more ſecurely for a while did play, 
Under proteQtion of thoſe earthen Banks, 
Upon the Swethlanders encroaching ranks. 
But they, enreg'd at this unequall fighr, 
Advanced tow'rds them with a vengetull ſpight; 
And like a Tempeſt ſtorm'd upon their trenches, 
Which ſoon with ſlaught'red bloud their furie drenches. 
And now the Sanne,wearied with this ſad light, 
Began from them to hide his ſhining light: 
He now did ſeem with his declining beams 
To kiſle the Oceans azure-colour'd ſtreams; 
When lo a rumour was diſperft by ſome, 
That Pappenheims Foot- Regiments were COMC: 
Duke Bernard then rallies again his Horle, 
Relſolv'd raſlail them with his urmoſt force. 
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Burt when the Szgnall was again relounded, 

The cheertull Souldrers,as no whit aſtounded, 
Strictly did each embrace his Camerade, 

And, Muſt we charze them once again*chicy (aid; 
Then let us bravely and with manly Hearts, 

And like true Souldiers, ad? our lateſt parts. 

Then with ſuch rage and furic did they cloſe, 

As it they had reſcrved all their blowes 

For this laſt onſer; and thoſe new-come Bands 
Did quickly fecl their over-weigatie hands: 

They found that though the light did ſtill decreaſe, 
Yet the ſtout Swethes would not their furic ceaſe. 

. After they had ſuſtained for a while 

Their rough encounter,and no little ſpoil, 

They did betake them to a ſhamefull flight 

Under protection of the wings of Night, 
Leaving the field to their victorious foes, 

Who on the ſame their wearied limbes repoſe. 
Among his wounded Friends and Enemies, 

On the cold ground the conqu'ring Soaldrer lies; < 
And ne're complaineth of ſo hard a Bed, 

Where Vicror1s her pleaſing arms hath ſpread. 
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and Vandals; &C. 


Compolcd immediately after the M 
firſt rumour of his death,by ; $ 
A. % 


Joun RussELrL. 


Y * %F: A % - 4 A - "* : '*s * K *4 Os : - 
atone ay OO Shri oc oh et Ee 


—_—- — — >—— 
—— _— 


. þ, 

” F% ” 
\ a 
—— — #$ / 
-. pd 


: how. | do 
« Printed by the Printers to the Va/verſitie 3 : 
of CAMBRIDGE, 1634, uy 


= WS _ upon el 


death of the King of 


SWEDEN. 
TE Hart ſtrange ſad ſilence doth the world 
Cc aſtound? 
M2) Why doth not Fames ſtill echoing trum- 
pct ſound? 


UL); 2 She's grown forgetfull,orelſe hoarſe,] fear, 
That we no more viRtorious ſounds can heare. 
'Twas but of late,when as the thundring noiſe 
Of doubled triumphs,conquelſts, and applauſe 
Fill'd our Hori20p, and the aire did ring 
With ſhouts of praiſe to Sweds victorious King. 
Was this a dream and fancrd apparition, 
And now is vaniſhr like a fleeting viſion? 
Could all the world be thus deluded? No: 
'Twas ſurely recall, and no feigned ſhow. 
Thoſe bloudie barrels and thoſe diſmall fights 
We lately heard, were not like vap'rie ſights, 
Compos'd of airic breath, which to the eye 
Two dreadfull Armies orappling do deſcric. 
Theſe, theſe were recall; and thy direfull ſteel 


(Viforious Prince) ſhall after-ages feel: 
I 3 And 
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And thoſe deep wounds, which in thy furious ire 
Thou didſt inflit by force of thundring fre, 
Shall leave wide ſcarres upon the Germane land, 
Which ſhall for ever to their terrour ſtand. 
This thou haſt done alreadic, and amaz'd 
Remoteſt kingdomes,where thy deeds are blaz'd. 
But on a ſudden,loe! thou doſt appearc 
To ſtop in middle of thy full career: 
All rongues are filent, and our greedic eares | 
| Heare nothing now but tcrrours, doubts,and fears, 
N\, . Or Fame herlelf is dead; or he that gave 
\ Life unto Fame, is ſunk into his grave. 
> Fame cannot die. Oh! can he die, whoſe look . 
So many thouſands dead at once hach ftroyk? 
What mortall durſt give him a wound, whoſe eye 
Hath made grimme Death to ſtart and tura awric? 
Sure he's not dead: Swerhland for grict would roar, 
And make their grones heard to our Engliſh ſhore, 
If he were dead, whom they have priz'd more dcare 
Then their own proper lives, and did not fear 
To runne like Zions,at their Princes words, 
Upon the mouthes of Cannons,points of Swords. 
He's dead, I tear : For cau he living be, 
1 And weno ſpoils nor further conqueſts {ce? 
1. Can he be living, and not heard to thunder, 
To batter citics, trample kingdomcs under; 
Whole very ſoul was fire Xthercall pure, 
Such as nv.mortall bodics can endure? 


His 
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His brcath was direfull ſmoke, and from his hands 

Flew ſhow'rs of iron balls, that quell'd whole lands. 

Can that S»{phnrious duſt, more quick then winde, 

Once touchrt with flame, in priſon be combin'd? 

Nor: ſtcel, nor iron, nor the hardeſt brafſe 

Can ſtay its furie for the ſhorteſt ſpace. 

Though mightie mountains preſt this living flame, 

Yet would it tear them,and an entrance frame, 

His Hell;ſh breath and diſmall noiſe to vent; 

Nor would it ceaſe,till all its furic's ſpent. 

Thus hath ir been with Europes Northern Starre, 

And Sweds Victorious Prince, made all for warre: 

Whoſe Sprrit,toucht with fire from heay'n,did blaze 

Like to ſome Comet, ſent for to amaze 

And ſcourge us mortall wights;whoſe direfull breath 

Doth ſhoot down vengeance, terrours,plagues,& death. 

Had Turk, and Tartar, and the Triple Crown 

That awes the Chriſtian world,and treadeth down 

Monarchs as flaves,themſelves in one combin'd; 

This Heav'n-ſent Furie had, like lightning winde, 

Shot through them all; and, like to ſcatt'red corn, 

Their feeble ſquadrons had been rent and torn: 

Till his Celeſtial vigour were quite ſpent, 

No Warres, no Raines could his ire content. 
 Butnow his date is out, and his Commiſion 

Is ſtopt from heav'n with a new Proh161tion. 

He's dead. Oh bitter word, enough to make 


Stones for to weep, and iron hearts to ake! 
59 


So ſoon? alas! in ſo unwiſht an houre 
Is all our joy quell'd by ſome ſecret power? 

Why do not we then breathe ſuch dolefull grones, 
And poure ſuch melting tears,as ſhould hard ſtones 


Diflolve into ſalt drops; that they and we 
Might ſo expreſſe one mournfull Elegie? 
What! are we ſpent and drie? I (ee no teares; 
T hcare no grones ; no wailings pierce my cares. - » 
Oh pardon me! I fear my faltring tongue, 
Diſtra& with troubled forrow,doth you wrong. - 
"Tis ſlender grief that doth by weeping vent; 
And 'ris not much that can by tears be ſpent. 
But this, this ſorrow, like a mortal] wound, 
Strikes dcep, and doth our ſenſes quite aſtound; 
Lies like a lump of lead or heavie weight 
Upon our heart,and pincheth ir ſo ſtrait, 
That ncither ſigh nor grone can iſſue thence; 
Bur lies as dead, and quite bereft of ſenſe. 
Sincc then 'ris ſo we cannot weep, let's borrow 
From others help, ſo to expreſle our ſorrow. 
Ye gliſtring lamps above, ye Northern ſtarres, 
That roll abour the Pole your frozen Carres; 
In Thetis waves plunge over head and cares, 
That ye may have your fill of briniſh teares, 
And by ſad influence make the heav'ns to lowre, 
And to the carth fend down a weeping ſhowre; 
But chicfly on that place, thar curſed ground, : 
Whcre Adolph firſt receiv'd his mortall wound. 
| Lee 
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Let never grafſe nor verdant herb grow there; 
Nor any tree,nor ground it ſelf appcare. 

Let it be all a lake, whoſe face may look 
Juſt like the colour of th' Infernall brook; 

Like pitchie Styx, or black-ſtream'd Acheron; 

Or like Cocytws, or dark Phlegethon: 

That it may ſeem to all a mourning vail, 

That doth the ſurface of that ground empale. 

And letits murm'ring waves make ſuch a noiſc, 
l As may cxpreſleto us the dolefull voice 

Of ſome that crie,that roar,that ſhrick,that grone; 
Of ſome that mourn,that weep,that wail,that mone: 
That after-ages to their children may 

Tell this ſad ſtorie, when they paſſe that way; 
Theſeſouls do mourn for Swethlands conqu'ring King: 
But theſe, whoſe clamours fearfully do ring, 

Are ſuch as inthis place di'd by his power, 

And thus expreſle their horrour to this houre. | 

Meanwhile, Renowned Prince, fleep thou ſecure, 

No further pains nor travels to endure. 

The dreadfull Cannons, which {ſo oft did roar 

And thunder in thy cares, ſhall now no more 
Diſturb thy reſt, nor force thee to ariſe 

In ſudden haſte: glut now with ſleep thine eyes, 
While that a Quire of C1 zgels in a rin 
' Shall round abour thee bleſſed muſick ling. 
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SIVE 
Carmen Funebre 


GVSIAVI 
ADOL EMI - 


Suecorum Gothorum & 


 Vandalorum &c. 
Regis Invictiſhmi 


MEMORIAZ SACRYV M. 


=—— = Uiſquis es, & tumuli ſpctas hxc Marmo- 
{48% N, ra nigri, 

IT 8 Quz cernas, oculis perlege flebilibus. 
AV Ile, cui vivo libarunt ſanguinis undas, 
Bo Detfunctus lacrymas vendicat(ecce!)tuas. 
Nonne vides, madidis ut ſplendent Marmora guttis? 
- Sudorem lapidum forſitan efle puras: 
K 2 Sive 
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Sive repercuſſos quos frigida ſaxa vapores 
Dauritie nimia congenuere ſua. 

Ah! non ſum. Sacris, Spectator, crediro Mu/is: 
Sunt lacrymwz, arque oculis debita rapra piis. 


Ne numcrum ſtupeas : tota lic Europa dolores 


(Ur cernas) madidos egemuere ſuos. 

Er,nift quod Pictas vetet hoc, mactare pariſſent 
Ad tumulum vitas millia mulra ſuas. 

Nil minus in campo tecum, GVSTAFE, libenter 
Magna Caterva (vides) occubuiſle velint: 

Er,quo deſcendas ad Regna Inferna triumphans, 
Victoriſque inſtar clara Trophewa feras; 

Captivorum Vmbre.mceſtc tua Signa ſequuntur: 
Implentur diris 'Tartara nigra ſanis. 

Invidia & lacrymis iterum ftbi vulnera figunt 
Er miſere ſubeunt bis ſua Fata necis, 

Scd tu magnanimia cinus, GVSTAFVE, cohorte. 
Fauſtis & nivels pergito vectus equis; 

Donec in E!y/zz campis ſpartieris aniceni: 

 Uhic 77eroun turba beata manent., 

Secula felices ducunt fine fine furura, 

> Eccrmique ardent pectora leritus: 

Er fggiunt aures mortalibus uſque negati 
Cat, Siderci-quos ſonuere Poli. 

Hxc mili divino retulit ſpiramine Ph#bas, 
Er juſſic numeris redderc nota mels; 

Ne Suec:zs, vel qui GUSTAYT funera deflent, 
Immerſ lacrymis in ſua Fats ruant, 
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Er quaſt devictus ſuccubuiſle neci, 
In nova migravirt telicia Regna; Triumphar, 
Oſtcnrans Stygiis magna trophza diis: 
Inter & Heroas, & ccetum Semrdeorum, 
Jam ducit latos & {une fine Choros. 
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DIALOGYVS. 


Vmbra GVSTAVT 


ADOL PHY 
& Fama. 


SSR Vo ducis? Quo Fama juvat volitare? 
NW receſſus 

2 2u0s petis ignotos? Patrias Jam liquimus 
er AVIS 0745. 

Fam. Me duce carpe viam: ſedes tibi Fama beatas 
Oſtendet. Petimnus diviſos orbe Britannos. 

Non uns Suecum Gusravo ſufficit orbrs. 

Umb. Siſte fugam; ſatis eſt nobis: de Marmore ſurgit 
In Patria Tumulns ; celſo flruxere Columnas 
Vertice ſubnixas, M onumentique ſplendida fulgent. 

Fam. 2ue Monumenta ſonas? memoras que Marmora? 
Gusravi Manes anguſto prxide condi. (Sordent 
Fama > Fata wvetant : lonze meliora parantur 
Oſybus (en!) Monumenta turs : non fictilts urna 
Te capit; at Muſis deſcripta volumina ſacris 
Nomina Gus ravi etgrno ſplendore fovebunt. 

Optatas jamjam Mutlarum attingimus 0r44 
Cerns, ut irriguts ſtagnare paludibis unde 
Contenaunt, geminoque procul Mons vertice ſargit e 
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Pieridum z/e cluit Parnaſſus. Limpidas amnr, 
Delicie Phaebi, dottis hic labitur undis. 
Hic Vatem, Gus Tavs, tuum ſpectato ſonorum, 
Cui mentes animumque afflarunt Numina ſantta. 
Cernis,nt incedit ſudans ſtipante caterva 
Pieridum®e Flammis (en!) luxuriantur ocelli: 
Oratument. Farit haud aliter Cumxza Sibylla, 
Fatidicos quoties iznes inſpiret Apollo, 
Ecce locum fparſum folits, ubi Fata recondit 
Trclyta Gus Tav 1, mediiſque inſculpat ovantem 
Te (poli. Juvat has late diſpergere Chartas, 
Nomina GusTAV1 reſonent ut murmure r4uco 
Et Syluve,er YVenti: reſponſans accinet Echo. 
Jam patrias ſedes repetaſque cubiliaterre: 
Et dum Terra Parens cupidis circundabit ulnis 
Oſſa, gemens ſecum tua Fata ſuprema volutet; 
Inſuetoſque halitus, tanquam ſuſpiria, mittat, 
Percutienſque ſinum tremulo eructabit hiath. 
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